Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



2%o j. 27 



S8 



am 



VOICES OF TREEDOM 
LYRICS OF LOVE! 

BY 

T. GERALD MASSET, 
WSottinq JMan. 



sS 


■.5 




M 


iSki^ 









LONDON : 

WATSON.QUEEN'S HEAD PASSAGE, PATERXOSTEK HOW, 

AND ALL BOOKSELLEBS. 



^^^^ 






TO WALTEE COOPEE. 

My Dear Friend, — You have lived the life of the Poor, you 
have wept our tears, despaired our despairs, hoped our hopes, 
brooded over our wrongs, and dreamed glorious dreams of a 
proud destiny in the future, for our sorrow-worn humanity. As 
the toiler-teacher you have won your diploma in the school of 
our suffering, and can well appreciate the difficulties which the 
self-educated working man has to encounter ; and to you do I 
dedicate these first-fruits of my awakenment in the dawn of 
Thought. No one knows better than myself how unworthy 
they are of our common cause ; no one knows so well as myself 
how fttr I have fallen short of what I had thought to perform ; 
but the builder can only erect his edifice according to his mate- 
rial, and I have not much book-lore. Tou know that from my 
infancy I have had to toil hard for the bread that perishes, at the 
cost of which I have often had to procure the imperishable ; and 
that, imtil of late, I have been quite shut out from the great 
masters of the lyre and the mighty in the realms of thought. 
In my '* Voices of Freedom** I have endeavoured to utter what 
is Stirling in poor men's hearts. The thoughts may be unripe, 
and the utterance crude, but what is written, is written in my 
own life*s-blood ; and you, at least, will not despise my earnest 
sincerity. I look around me now, and of all those with whom I 
have had to grapple and wrestle, in the blind darkness of Poverty's 
hand-to-throat strife for the means of living, not one has arisen to 
tell the tale — ^not one voice has rang out of their midst to be 
heard above the conquered years, bearing testimony to the suffer- 
ing endurance and wasted bravery of the Toilers. Some still live 
on, their only tenure of life being to toil and suffer : that is their 
only part or lot in this God's world, rich in all loveliness and 
over-brimming with plenteousness. They must suffer and bear 
on. Some are in chains by the southern sea, and some sell the 
sweet name of love for bread in the midnight streets and lanes. 
Many have been crusht out of existence in the parish bastille, 
and of the legal murder of others there is many a grave-yard 
could give horrible blazon. All either suffer dumbly or have died 
and made no sign. Not one has arisen to do battle with the 
wrong, and champion our order into the city of their Rights. 
Surely, then, in this dearth of Toiler-Teachers there is work for 
me to do ; for, truly, is the harvest great and the labourers few. 
I shall be accused of sowing class-hatred, and yet, my friend, 1 do 
not seek to fling fire-brands among the combustibles of society. 
I yearn to raise my brethren into loveable beings, and when I 
smite their hearts, I would rather they should gush with the 
healing waters of love than the fearful fires of hatred : but looking 
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on the wrongs which are daily done in the land, will sometimes 
make the blood rush hot to the heart, and crimson to the brow. 
Who can see the masses ruthlessly robbed of all the fruits of 
their industry, of all the sweet pleasures of life, and of that 
nobleness wluch should crown human nature as with a crown of 
glory, and not strive to arouse them to a sense of their degrada- 
tion, and urge them to end the bitter bondage and the murderous 
martyrdom of Toil 1 Not he who feels concentrated and crushing 
upon himself the slavery of millions. 

The seer Emerson, who stands above the pinnacle of party- 
spirit, has written, — ** With the lights at present gleaming in the 
eyes of all men, residence in that country (England) becomes 
degradation to any one not employed to revolutionize it ;" and 
who shall say it nay ? England is a cruel strumpet of a mother 
to her children of Labour, wasting the price of their blood in de- 
bauched dalliance with the heartless progeny of Capital, which 
she nurtures to rank luxuriance in the magnificent mansions, 
and princely palaces, while she drives the wealth producers 
empty away from the plenteous feast. Aye, it is degradation to 
live in a country where religion is converted into a state machine 
for the purpose of crushing the soul out of the People, where the 
Christ-preached, and Christ-lived gospel of fraternity is only ac- 
knowledged, by the trampled clutching their tramplers in the 
ghastly embrace of Cholera, and vindicating that they are 
Brothers, and flesh of one flesh, by killing them with the same 
disease — for all who are not employed in revolutionizing it. But 
do not think me a mere railer against the classes which oppress 
our own, I know too well the evils that are self-inflicted, I know 
that our greatest curse is in being our own Tyrants. Slavery 
and tyranny are twins, the slave is only a tyrant in the grub, 
while a tyrant is nothing more than a developed slave, mounted 
on the wings of power. It is the despotism we exercise over our- 
selves, which is the dragon that hinders our entering the Hes- 
perides of a better life, let him no longer babble of holy liberty 
who is a slave in his own heart, and a tyrant in his own house- 
hold. These divine ideas of Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity 
must be bom in the souls of pure and earnest men — baptized in 
the sanctifying tears of their sufferings and aspirations, and 
welded into the iron of their noble lives. Ah I my friend, there 
is no teaching by voice or pen, like to the silent eloquence of a 
noble life, and, after all, the unchronicled heroism, the unknown 
greatness, and the unwritten poetry of the world, are its most 
glorious graces. Courage my brother, let us endeavour to live 
noble lives, it shall not be in vain, sow the seed and the harvest 
will come even though it be gamer'd above our tomb. 

Yours affectionately, 

GERALD MASSEY. 
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THIS WORLD IS FULL OF BEAUTY. 

There lives a voice within me, a guest-angel of my heart, 
And oft its lispings win me, till sweet tears a-trembling start 
Up evermore it springeth like some hidden melody, 
And evermore it singeth this sweet song of songs to me — 
This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above, 
And if we did our duty, it might be full of love ! 

Night 8 starry tenderness doth dower, with glory evermore, 
Mom's budding, bright, melodious hour, comes sweetly as of 

vore, 
But there be million hearts accurst, where no sweet sunbursts 

shine, 
And there be million hearts athirst for God*s immortal wine, 
Yet, this world is full of beauty, as other worlds above, 
And if we did our duty, it might be full of love ! 

If trustful faith and kindness past as coin twixt heart and heart 
How through the eyes tear-blindness, should the sudden soul 

upstart, 
The dreary, dim, and desolate, should wear a sunny bloom, 
And Love should spring from buried Hate, like flowers o'er 

Winter's tomb, 
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This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above, 
And if we did our duty, it might be full of love ! 

Were Truth our utter* d language, Angels might talk with men. 
And Gk>d-illumined earth, should see the golden age again. 
The burthened heart should soar again, like mom*s young 

prophet-lark. 
And Misery's last tear wept of men, quench Hell*s last cunning 

spark. 
For this world is lull of beauty, as other worlds above, 
And if we did our duty, it might be full of love ! 

There's plenty round us smiling, why awakes this cry for 

bread? 
Why are the millions toiling, crusht, and clad in rags, unfed ? 
The sunny hills and valleys richly blush with fruit and grain. 
But the paupers in the palace rob their own life*s brother-men. 
Yet tiiis world is full of beauty, as other world's above. 
And if we done our duty, it might be full of love ! 

Dear God ! what hosts are trampled 'mid this killing crush for 

gold— 
What noble hearts are sapt of love, what spirits lose life's hold ! 
Yet, what a world it might be, there is space for every one. 
Millions of acres wait the seed, and food rots in the sun. 
Oh 1 this world is full of beauty, as other worlds above. 
And if we did our duty, it might be full of love ! 

The leaf-tongues of the forest, and the flow'r-lips of the sod — 
The happy birds that hymn their raptures in the ear of God, 
And the summer wind that bringeth music over land and sea, 
Ha7e each a voice that singeth this sweet song of songs to me. 
This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above. 
And if we did our duty, it might be full of love I 
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THE THREE SPIRITS. 

They were three Spirits, fresh from God's own hand ! 

Whose eyes had drunken in heaven's blinding splendours, 

And locks bedropt rich dews of Paradise ; 

They had worn vestures of the undefiled 

At spirit spousals, sang the nuptial song ! 

Sat down with gods and heroes, held high converse 

With Milton, and the mighty men of old — 

Divine old Socrates, and deathless sages. 

The martyr* d prophets, and the warrior-saints. 

Who fought as we do now, and wrestled down, 

Doubt's grim despairs, with pangs and quenchless yearnings. 

Glory tiarad their immortal brows I 

Their lips were yet alive with seraph-fire ; 

Arch-beautifiiller ne*er took mortal mould. 

They lookt a fore-taste and fore-feel of Heaven^ 

Christ-like they came, to wear old Earth's life-harness, 

And yoke their fiery sun-steeds in her furrows—^ 

Impulst, as with a world's propellant might. 

They came to battle, toU in tears, and pray 

" Our Father " with the family of men. 

Twas midnight in the husht and moonlit land, 

The heavens had on their silver robe of stars. 

And earth had on her silver robe of dew — 

These souls first lookt like smiles of God, thro' eyes 

Where struggling heaven-light shone, half-drown'd in tears, 

As wet sunbeams strike on a watery world ! 

They grew sweet babes : where fond hearts set Love's throne, 

Heaven breathed about them : Angels sang to them : 

And joy was with them la their innocence ! 

Their dawn of being broaden'd into day, 

And they had sprung to manhood unaware. 

The lusty blood ran brave fire in their veins. 

Life's surging waves, with them, were at mad-plunge. 

And plough' d the passionate heart with tempest-beat. 

Then high thoughts burst like battle on their souls. 

Rousing and stern, as in the noon of night, 
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The clarion's clangour smites a sleeping host, 

And gorgeous dreams swept o'er them glory-clad ! 

Sinew and thew was strung, to win at least 

The table-land that girds the mount of Fame. 

And one went down to moil in Mammon's mine, 

Athirst for gold, thenceforth in his warpt heart, 

The Devil at death-grips set himself to God — 

And day by day worm'd out some trace divine ! 

Day nnto day, gold rotted out the soul ! 

Still he delved on for gold ! sweet ! damning ! gold ! 

The poor man's sweat, and bravery's blood, congealed ! 

Gold, hued with hell-light ! ringing out hell-music. — 

And he waxt wealthv ! all around him rose 

The hoarded heaps, like trophies after battle. 

Or tribute-treasure, flung at Monarchs' feet ! 

He tum'd to what he fed on, dust to dust! 

The angel plumes once moulted, grew no more I 

The God dwarf t in him, and his heart was hoary 

Long ere Time's silver mark had blancht his brow. 

And one uprear'd a fame which stood apart 

In the world's gaze, as mid old Tadmor's ruins 

Some column loometh in the eve of sunset. 

He crown* d with beacon -fire, and set ablaze 

The wreck-reef of all time. His marvellous name 

Moved men's tongues regally as Euroclydon 

The storm-wind ! wakes the voices of old ocean, 

Leviathan of blood ! what crimson seas 

He spilt to revel in * his path to empire 

Was wasted hearts, and desolated lands ! 

The other trode the worid's face poor as Christ, 

Drank gall and wormwood, lived gethsemane 

In many a midnight solitude of heart ! 

Loved, hoped, and nurst large faith in human kind. 

Wept the proud tears that telescope the soul 

To starry glimpses of infinite Being ! 

The hounds of hell bayed at him, hoary Evil 

Breathed blighting influences on his heart 
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To turn it to^-^Upas tree , and kill 
All nestling birds of love, with tears>and travail' 
He trode the rod-hot bars of fiery torture, 
And went his ragged way with bleeding feet, 
Tet noaght beat down his heart or blencht his fafth 
From suffering, he won strength to throw the world, 
And many a cloud-rift radiantly rent, 
Dropt blessing dear, a* love's -own parted lips ! 
And when the fight went sorest his roused spirit 
Went forth all conquering, wrapt in robes of victory 
Amid the murk. and mire, he kept his heart 
A temple for the beautiful ! all warm 
And bright, with blessed light of love, that window 
Of our dim life, which ever opes on God ! 
He trimmed love's lamp^ in poor men's homes and hearts. 
And in the world's waste {daces his life blossom' d. 
So each built up a life. Time's sc^olding 
Fell from them, and they stood in God's eye bare ! 
Into the silent land they past the grave. 
Which spring had made a beautiful gate of flowers. 
On glorious wings they won the starry threshold 
Of God, where like to like is guaged and gamer'd* 
They stood where Paradise uprear'd its portals 
And shook down splendour — ^palpitated bliss — 
Like a town full of triumph — heart of love. 
! in that hour how quakt the rich man's soul ! 
He stood there beggar'd ! — poorest of the poor I 
Gold would iH)t purchase heaven, and if it might. 
Eternity ran 'twizt him and his riches ; 
The other had gambled for a life, and lost^ 
Let slip his chance for an eternity ! 
Far fame, had barter' d an immortal birthright ; 
For name on Earth, had sold Heaven's heritage. 
The poor man came, and his meek,teaiAil eyes^ 
Grew luminous, as lit with sudden snn« 
Divinity up-sprang, full-statured, when. 
His life snapt its worn manacle of- clay,. 
And wore God's splendour round it like a^raimoBLV 
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Throbbing with glory like a brooding star. — 

All heaven was bnsht to bear the Lord's ** Well-done; *' 

Then shining hosts, and quiring »tars sang ** Weleome,** 

Acd angels crown'd him in their Capitol. 

For Id his heart he kept God's image bright. 

Love was bis life's-blood. Thro' the long work -day — 

The dark and terrible night-time — aye, to death. 

He nurst hislovew. — And God himself is love. 

And there be none of all the poorest poor 

That walk, the worlds worn heart-bare ; none so poor 

But they may bring a little human love 

To mend the world. And God himself is love. 
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A WAiLixQ voice oomes up a desolate road. 

Drearily, drearily, drearily I 
Where mankind have trodden; the byeway of blood. 

Wearily, . wearily, wearily ! 
Like a souiid from the Dead Sea, all shrouded in glooms. 

With bceaking of hearts> chains clanking, men groaning. 
Or chorus ot ravens, that croak among toonbs. 
It comes with a.moumfal moaning : 
" Weep, weep, weepT* 
Yoke-fellows listen, 
Till tearful eyes glisten, 
'Tis the voice, of the Past : the dark, grim-ieatuned Past, 
All sad as the shriek of the midnight blast. 

Weep, weep, weep 1 

Tears to wasb out the red, .red stain. 

Where earth hath, been &tted 

By brave hearts that rotted — 

And life ran a deluga of hot, bloody raixv 

Weep, weep> weep ! 

There comes a voice too, from the millions that bend. 
Tearfully, tearfully, tearfully ! 
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From hearts which the scourgCB of Slavery rend. 

Fearfully, fearfully, fearfully ! 
From many a worn, noble spirit, that breaks [valleys 

In the world's solemn shadows, deep down in life's 
From Mine, Forge, and Loom, trumpet-tongued, it awakes 
On the soul wherein Liberty rallies. 
*' Work, work, work !*' 
Yoke-fellows listen, 
Till earnest eyes glisten, 
'Tis the voice of the Present — it bids us, ray brothers. 
Be freemen : and then, for the freedom of others — 

Work, work, work ! « 

For the many, a holocaust, long to the few; 
O, work while ye may, 
O work while 'tis day, 
And cling to each other, united and true. 
Work, work, work ! 

There cometh another voice, sweetest of all — 

Cheerily, cheerily, cheerily ! 
And the heart leapeth up to its trumpet call. 

Merrily, merrily, merrily ! 
It comes like the .touch of the soft Spring, im warping ; 

The thrall of oppression that bound us : 
It comes like a choir of the seraphim, harping. 
Their gladsomest music: around us. 
"Hope, hopcfhope !'* 
Yoke-fellows listen, 
Till gleeful eyes glisten; 
To the voice of the Futiu'e, the sweetest of all. 
That makes the heart leap to its trumpet call. 

Hope, hope, Jiope I. 
Brothers, step fortii in the Future's van. 
For the worst is past, 
Right conquers at last ; 
And a better day dawns upon suffering man : — 
Hope, hope, hope I 
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TO A BELOVED ONE.. 

Heaven hath its crown. of Stars, the Earth, 

Hei: glory-robe of 'flowers. 
The Sea its gems, the grandv-oM^woods, 

Green leaves, and silver showers : 
The birds have homes, where honey-blooms 

In beauty bend ^above ;. 
High yearning hearts, their rainbow dream. 

And W6>. Sweet I we have love. 

There's sorrow for the toiling poor ; 

On Misery's bosom nurst — 
Rich robes for ragged souls, and crowns 

Fbr branded brows, Cain-curst ; 
But cherubim, with clasping wings, 

Ever about us be,. 
And happiest, of God's happy things. 

There's love for -you and me. 

We walk not with the jewelled great. 

Where Love's dear name is sold ; 
Yet have we wealth, we would not give. 

For all their world of gold ! 
We revel not in CJom, and Wine — 

Yet have we from above — 
Manna divine, .and we'll not pine; 

Do we not live and love ? 

Thy lips that kiss, till death have tum'd 

Life's water into wine ; 
The sweet life melting thro* thy looks, 

Hath made mine own divine. 
All Love's dear promise hath been kept. 

Since thou to me wert given, 
A ladder, for my soul to climb. 

And summer high in heaven. 

I know dear heart ! in our bright lot 
May mingle tears and sorrow. 
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Well, Love's rich rainbow*8 built from tears 

To-daif, with smiles to-morrow ! 
The sunshine from our sky may die, 

The greenness from Life's tree, 
But ever 'mid the scathe, and storm. 

Thy nest shall sheltered be ! 

I saw thee ! Ararat of my life ! 

Smiling, the waves above — 
Thouhaild'st me Victor in the strife. 

And beaconds't me with love ! 
The world may never know, dear heart ! — 

Half what IVe found in thee ; 
Yet tho' nought to the world, dear heart ! — 

Thou'rt all the world to me. 
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Fling out the red Banner ! in mountain and valley 

Let Earth feel the tread of the free once again; 
Now soldiers of Freedom, for love of Gk)d ! rally. 

Old earth yearns to know that her children are men. 
We are nerv*d by a million wrongs, burning, and bleeding ; 

Bold thoughts leap to birth, — but the bold deeds must come. 
And whenever Humanity's yearning and pleading. 

One battle for liberty, strike we heart-home ! 

Fling out the red Banner ! its fiery front under 

Come gather ye, gather ye, champions of Right I 
And roll round the world with the voice of God's thunder ; 

The wrongs we've to reckon — oppressors to smite ! 
They deem that we strike no more, like the old Hero-band, 

Martyrdom's own, battle- hearted and brave. 
Blood of Christ ! Brothers mine, it were sweet but to see ye stand 

Triumph or Tomb welcome ! Glory or Grave ! 
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Fling out the red Banner ! achievements immortal 

Have yet to be won by the hands labour-brown. 
And few, few may enter, the proud promise-portal, 

Yet wear it in thought, boys, the glorious Crown ! 
Oh, joy of the conflict ! storm trumpet ! array us ; 

True hearts would leap up, were all hell in our path. 
Up, up from the slave land ; who stirreth to stay us 

Shall fall, as of old, in the red sea of wrath. 

Fling out the red Banner I Oh, sons of the morning, 

Young spirits abiding to burst into wings, 
We stand shadow-crown'd ; and sublime is the warning. 

All Heaven's grimly husht, and the bird of storm sings ! 
" All's well," saith the sentry on tyranny's tower, 

** Even hope by their watch-fire is grey and tear-blind," 
Aye, all's well. Freedom's altar bums hour by hour. 

Live brands, for the fire-damp, with which ye are mined. 

Fling out the red Banner ! the patriots perish. 

But where their bones whiten, the seed striketh root ; 
Their heart' s-life ran red, the great harvest to cherish, 

Then gather ye, reapers, and garner the fruit. 
Victory ! victory ! Tyrants are quaking ! 

The Titan of Toil from the bloody thrall starts ; 
The slaves are awaking — the dawnlight is breaking — 

The footfall of Freedom, beats quick at our hearts ! 
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THE KINQLIEST KINGS. 

Ho ! ye who in a noble work, 

Win scorn, as flames draw air. 
And in the way where lions lurk, 

Gtod's image, bravely bear ; 
Though trouble-tried and torture-torn. 
The kingliest kings are crowned with thom. 

Life's glory, like the bow in heaven. 

Still springeth from the cloud ; 
And soul ne'er soared the starry seven, 

But Pain's fire-chariot rode. 
They've battled best who* veboldliest borne. 
The kingliest kings are crowned with thorn. 

The martyrs red crown on the brow. 

Doth into glory bum. 
And tears that from love's torn heart flow, 

To pearls of spirit turn. 
The murkiest hour is mother of mom, 

The kingliest kings are crowned with thom. 

As beauty in death's cerement shrouds. 

And stars bejewel night ; 
God-splendour lives in dim heart-clouds. 

And suffering nurseth might. 
And dear heart-hopes in pangs are bom, 

The kingliest kings are crowned with thorn. 
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A CHAUNT. 

Night trembles o'er earth's beauty, uow. 
Like silvery bridal-veil, hung low ! 
While I with feverish heart and brow, 

Awake, to weep for thee, love ! 
The spangled glories of the night, 
Earth — saint-like, swathed in splendour light,. 
These cannot win my charmed sight. 

Or lure a thought from thee, love ! 

I'm pondering o*er that short sweet time, 
Our hearts drank in, a summer's prime, 
And blossom'd in love's Eden-clime, 

When I was blest with thee, love ! 
There burned no beauty on the trees ; 
There woke no song of birds or bees — 
But love's cup for us hold no lees, 

And I was blest with thee, love ! 

Then grand, and golden fancies spring 
From out my heart, on splendid wing, 
Chrysalis, from life's wintering — 

Burst bright and summeringly, love ! 
And as a chief of battle lost, 
Coimts, and recounts, his striken host — 
Stands, tearful Memory, making most 

Of all that's toucht with thee, love ! 

I know in Pleasure's flower-crowned bower, 
Thy heart may half forget love's power, 
But at this still and starry hour. 

Does it not turn to me, love ! 
! by all pangs for thy sweet sake, 
In my deep love, thy heart-thirst slake, 
Or all-too-full, my heart must break ; 

Break ! break ! with loving thee, love ! 
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I WAS NOT MADE MERELY FOR MONEY-MAKING. 

Coining the heart, brain, and sinew, to gold, 

Till we sink in the dark, on the pauper's dole. 
Feeling for ever, the flowerless mould, 
Growing about the uncrowned soul! 
Oh, God ! oh, Gk)d 1 must this evermore be. 
The lot of the Children of Poverty? 

The Spring is calling from brae and bower, 
In the twinkling sheen of the sunny hour. 

Earth smiles in ker golden green; 
There's music below, in the diamonded leaves, 
There's music above, and heaven's blue bosom heaves 

The silvery clouds between, 
The boughs of the woodland are nodding in play, 
And wooingly beckon my spirit away — 

I hear the dreamy hum ^ 

Of bees in the lime-tree, and birds on the spray 
And they too, are calling my thinking away; 
But I cannot — cannot come. 
Visions of verdant and heart-cooling places, 

Will steal on my soid like a golden spring-rain, 
Bringing the lost light of brave, vanisht faces; 

Till memory blossoms with beauty again. 
But O, for a glimpse of the flower-laden mominjf, [door 
That makes the heart leap up, and knock at heaven's 
for the green lane, the green field, the green wood, 
To take in by heartfuls, their greenness once more ; 
How I yearn to lie down in the cowslip-starred meadows, 
And nestle in leaves, and the sleep of the shadows, 

Where violets in beauty are waking. 
There, let my soul burst from its cavern of clay, 
To float down the warm spring, away and away : 
For I was not made merely for money-making. 

At my wearisome task I oftentimes turn. 
From my bride, and my monitress, Duty, 

Forgetting the strife, and the wrestle of life, 
To talk with the spirit of Beauty. 

B 
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The multitude's hum, and the chinkiog of gold^ 

Grow hush as the dying of day ; 
For on wings of rapture, with joy untold. 

My heart is up, and away ! 
Glad as the bird in the tree-top chanting, 

Its anthem of Liberty ; 
With its heart in its musical gratitude panting. 

And 0, 'tis a bliss to be. 
Once more to drink in the balm-breathing air, 

Lapt in luxurious flowers — 
To recal again, the pleasures that were 

In Infancy's iimocent hours. 
To wash the earth-stains, and the dust £rom the soul 

In nature's reviying tears, once more : 
To feast at her banquet, and drink from her bowl. 

Rich wine, for the heart's hot core. 
Ah, me ! ah, me ! it is heavenly then. 

And hints of the spirit-world, near alway. 
Are stirring, and stirred, at my heart again, 

Like leaves to the kiss of May. 
It is but a dream, yet, 'tis passing sweet. 

And when from its spells, my spirit is waking. 
Dark is my heart, and the wild tears start ; 

For I was not made merely for money-making. 

My soul leans out, to the whisperings 

Of the mighty, the marvellous spirits of old; 
And heaven-ward leapeth to flap her proud wings, 

When Labour relapseth its earthly hold; 
And breathless with aweful beauty — it listens. 

To catch the night's deep, starry mistery ; 
Or in mine eyes, dissolved, glistens, 

Big, for the moan of Humanity. 
Much that is written within its chamber. 
Much that is shrined, in the mind's living amber. 

Much of this thought of mine. — 
I fidn would struggle, and give to birth. 
For I would not pass away from earth, 
And make no sign ! 
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I jream to utter, what might live on, 

In the world's heart, when I am gone. 

I would not plod on, like these slayes of gold, 

Who shut up their souls, in a dusk^ cave, 
I would see the world better, and nobler-souled. 

Ere I dream of heaven in mj green, turf-grave. 
I may toil till mj life is filled "^th dreariness. 
Toil, till my heart is a wreck in its weariness. 
Toil for ever, for tear-steept bread. 
Till I go down to the silent dead. 
But, by this yearning, this hoping, this aching, 
I was not made merely for money-making. 



THERE'S NO DEARTH OF KINDNESS. 



Thebe's no dearth of kindness, 

In this world of ours ; 
Only in our blindness, 

We gather thorns for flowers I 
Outward, we are spuming — 

Trampling one another ! 
While we are inly, yearning 

With the name of "Brother ! 



f} 



There's no dearth of kindness, 

Or love among mankind. 
But in darkling lonenoss. 

Hooded hearts, grow blind 1 
Full of kindness tingling, 

Soul is shut from soul, 
When they might be mingling^ 

In one kindred whole ! 

There's no dearth of kindness, 

Tho' it be unspoken, 
From the heart it buildeth, 

Rainbow-smiles in token — 
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That there be none so lowly, 
But, have some angel-touch. 

Yet nursing loves unholy, 
We live for self too much ! 

There's no dearth of kindness. 

In this world of ours. 
Only, in our blindness, 

We gather thorns for flowers. 
And if men will hanker 

Ever, for golden dust, 
Elngliest hearts will canker, 

Brightest spirits rust ! 

As the wild rose bloweth — 

As runs the happy river — 
Kindness freely floweth. 

In the heart for ever. 
And 'tis God's best giving — 

Falling from above ! 
Life, were not worth living. 

Were it not for love I 



KJHABOD. 



Seven summers* suns hare set! and earth is once more sweetly 

flooded 
With fragrance-, for the virgin-leaves, and violet-banks have 

budded ; 
Heaven claspeth earth, as round the- heart, first broodeth Love's 

sweet glow ; 
A blush of flowers is mantling, where, the silken grasses grow : 
All things feel summering simward, golden tides flood down the 

air. 
Which bums, as angel-visitants^ had left a glory therel 
But darkness on my aching, spirit, shrouds the merry shine, 
J long ta feel a gush of Spring, in this poor heart of mine. 
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Mom opes Heayen's starry portal, back the golden gates are 

drawn, 
And all the fields of glory, blossom with the rose of dawn ; 
But never comes thy clasping hand, or carol of thy lips. 
That made my heart sing like a god, just bursting death's 

eclipse. 
Sweet voice ! it came, like saintly music, quiring angels make. 
When pain sat heavy on my brow, and heart was like to break, 
Methought such love gave wings to climb, some starry throne 

to win, 
Thou didst so lift my life's horizon — ^letting heaven in. 

Fra thinking darling, of the days, when life was all divine. 
And love, was aye the silver chord, that bound my heart to 

thine, 
When like two dewdrops, in a kiss our twin souls wed in one. 
And life bloomed at thy coming, as the green earth greets the 

sun! 
Ah ! still I feel ye, at my heart! and *mid the stir and strife — 
Ye sometimes lead my feet, to walk the angel-side of life ! 
The magic music yearns within, as unto thee I turn. 
And those brave eyes, ablase with soul, through all my being 

bum! 

Come back, come back, I long to clasp ihee, in these arms, mine 

own ! 
Lavish my heart upon thy lips, and make my love, the crown 
And arc of triumph to thy life. Why tarry ? Time hath cast 
Strange shadows on my spirit, since we met and mingled last. 
Yet there be joys to crown thee with, the sunshine, and the 

sweet, 
I've hived, like honey in my heart, to share it when we meet. 
How rhave hoai-ded up my life!" how tenderly I strove ! 
To make my heart, fit home for thee, its nestling bird of love. 

God bless thee ! once the radiant world, thy beauty, crown-like ■ 

wore; 
But, life hath lost a tender grace, that oometh nevermore r> 
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The flowers will garland songful spring I and happy birds make 

love, 
With melting hearts, abrooding, o*er their passion, in the grore. 
But thou wilt never more come baek, to clothe my heart with 

spring. 
Dear God ! Love's sweetest chord, is turned to Pain's most 

jarring string ; 
The glory hath departed ! and my spirit pants to go — 
Where *mid life's troubled waters, 'twill not see the wreck 

below. 



WE'LL WIN OUR FREEDOM YET. 

My heart weeps bloody sweat, to see the red wrong daily done 1 
Brothers, knit your hearts, and put the battle mail-sark on. 
And combat for the Hopeless, who give all life's glory up, — 
That wolves may eat their hearts^ and brim with blood. Wrong's 

revel-cup. 
Up ! if ye will be free^ to golden calves no longer bow. 
The nations yearn for liberty, the world is earnest now ; 
By Christ our Brother ! Gk)d our Sire ! do ye but truly set 
A brave^ free heart to mine, Boys I Well win our freedom yet. 

The palace paupers look from lattice high, and mock our prayer; 
The Champions of the Lord are dumb, the golden bit they wear, 
0, but to see ye bend no more, to these crime-cursed things. 
Ye are God's oracles 1 stand f(H^h, be Nature's Priests and 

Kings ! 
The bent knee, is half way to Hell I Up, Serviles, from the dust. 
The harvest of the free red-ripens, for our sickle-thrust. 
By Christ our Brother ! God our Sire ! do ye but truly set 
A brave,. free heart to mine, Boys, We'll win our freedom yet. 

The flowers will soon be springing, o'er our last year martyrs 

mould. 
Like dreams from out their wreckt hearts, tolling what they left 

untold, 
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Of all our rainbowed Future's fame, and what this earth shall be 
When we have bartered blows and bcmds, for life, and liberty — 
And what a face of glory shall this weary w^orld put on, 
When Love, a crowned god, shall sit, and rule in its heart- 
throne. 
0; by these martyrs — these flower^dreams, do ye but truly set 
A brave, free heart to mine. Boys, Well win our freedom yet. 

Freedom t that Mothers, Sires, may smile, who meet us, tear- 
blind, now, 

Ere other morn, shall break in grey, above each blanching brow! 

Freedom ! that Love may be no more^ death's kiss, to those we 
love. 

That pride, not shame, may flush the cheek of our heart-nestling, 
dove. 

Freedom! that earth's good gifts may flow, as bountiful as rain: — 

And life, lie lightly on the heart, and merry on the brain ! 

By Christ our Brother ! Qod our Sire ! do ye but truly set 

A brave, free heart to mine. Boys! Well wia this freedom yet. 



*' 'TWAS CHRISTMAS EVE.'' 

'Twas Christmas Eve ! in the palace, where knavery 

Crowds all the treasures, the fair world can render : 
Where spirits grow rusted in silkenest slavery. 

And life is out-panted, in sloth, and in splendour : 
Li gladness and glory. Wealth's darlings were meeting, 

And jewel-claspt fingers, linkt softly again ; 
New friendships were twining, and old friends were greeting 

And twin hearts grew one^ in Qod's golden, love-chain. 

'Twas Christmas Eve ! in a poor man's grim hovel. 
There huddled in silence, a skeleton family ; 

Church-bells were laughing in musical revd, [clammily ; 
They heafd the loud mockery, with brows throbbing 

All in the merry time there they sat, mourning — 
Two sons — ^two brothers — in penal chains bleeding ; 
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Their hearts wandered forth to the never-returning. 
Who, rose on their vision, pale, haggard, and pleading. 

'Twas Christmas Eve ! for the great, as in duty, 

Taste pander'd, and ruby wine wooed on the board. 
Eyes smiled in feign* d glory, on birth, and on beauty; 

And lying lips flattered the Mammonite lord. 
Lore-kisses sobbed out, ' twixt the roUic and rout, 

And Hope went forth, reaping in, long-promist treasure. 
What matter, tho* hearts might be breaking without, 

Their groans were unheard in the palace of pleasure. 

*Twas Christmas Eve ! but the poor ones heard. 

No neighbourly welcome, no kind voice of kin ; 
They lookt at each other, but spake not a word. 

While through crevice, and cranny, the sleet drifted in. 
In a desolate comer, one, hunger-killed lay, 

And the mother's hot tears were the bosom-babe's food t 
What marvel, oh Statesmen ? what marvel I pray. 

Such misery nurseth Crime's dark viper-brood ? 

O men, angel-imaged in Nature's fair mint. 

Is it for this, ye were fashioned divine ] 
Ah, Where's the god- stamp — Immortality's print 1 

We are tyrants and slaves, boimd in one deadly twine ; 
That a few, like to gods, may stride over the earth. 

Millions, bom to heart-murder, are given in pawn ; 
When will the world quicken for Liberty's birfh, 

Which she waiteth, with eager wings beating the dawnl 

False priests, dare ye say 'tis the will of your God, 

(And shroud the Christ's message in dark sophistry) 
That these millions of paupers should bow to the sod ? 

Up, up, trampled hearts, it's a lie ! it's a lie ! 
They may carve " State" and "Altar " in characters golden. 

But tyranny's symbols are ceasing to win ; 
Be stirring, oh people, your scroll isimfold^n,] 

And bright be the deeds ye emblazon therein. 
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BALLAD. 

With her white hands elaspt, she sleepeth, heart is hnsht, and 
lips are cold, 
Death shrouds up her heaven of beauty, and a weary way I go. 
Like the sheep without a shepherd on the wintiy, norland wold. 

With the face of Day shut out by blinding snow. 
0*er its widowed nest my heart sits mourning, for its mate 
that's fled 
From this world of wail and weeping, fled to join her starry 
peers. 
And my light of life*s overshadowed, where the dear one lieth 
And rm crymg in the dark with many fears. [dead, 

One of Qod's own darlings was my bosom's nestling doye, 

With her looks of love, and sunshine, and a voice so sweet 
and low, 
! it hallowed all my being, like a canticle of love. 

And its music yearns through all my memory now : 
For in winds, she maketh passionate speech, and fllleth silverily, 

Like a song, the listening silence, of the midnight's charmed 
hours, 
And I know from out her heart, she'U send her love in death, to 

By the Spring, in smiling utterance of Flowers. [ me, 

O ! my love o'er-pure for earth, has gone into the world of light, 
It was hard to leave me lonely, but the Lord had need of her. 
And she walks the heavens in glory, like a star i'the crown of 
night, 
With the Saints, and with the Angels, mingling there. 
Gone before me, to be clothed on with bridal robe of white. 
Where Love'fe blossom turns to knowledge-fruit, and suffering's 
glorified. 
And my love shall make me meet, and worthy of herpreaenco 
bright. 
And in heavea I wil? claim her as my bridoii 
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OtJR LAND. 

Tis the land that our stalwart fore-sires trode^ 

Where the brave and heroic'souled — 
Implanted our freedom with their best blood. 

In the martyrnlays of old« 
The huts of the lowly gave Liberty birth. 

Their hearts were her cradle glorious, 
And wherever her footprints lettered the earth. 

Great spirits up-sprang victorious, — 
In our rare old land, our dear old land ! 

With its memories bright and brave, 
And sing O ! for the hour its sons shall band. 

To free it of Tyrant and Slave. 

Alfred was of us, and Shakspere's thought 

Bekings us, all crowns above ! 
And Freedom's dear faith, a fierce splendour caught 

From our grand old Milton's love ! 
And we should be marching on gallantly — 

With their stride fit)m glory to glory, 
For the Right, in our might striking valiantly. 

On the track of the famous in story — 
For one rare old land ! our dear old land ! 

With its memories bright and brave. 
And sing O ! for the hour its sons shall band 

To free it of Tyrant and Slave. 

On Naseby-field of the fight sublime. 

Our old Red Rose doth blow ! 
Ah, God ! that the soul of our earlier time. 

Might marshal us conqueringly now ! 
On, into the Future's fair clime the world sweeps. 

And the time trumpets true men to freedom : 
At the heart of the helots the mounting god Icape, 

But 0, for the man that shall lead them — 
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For our rare old land ! our dear old land ! 

With its memories bright and brave. 
And sing ! for the hour its sons shall band# 

To free it of Tyrant and Slave. 

What do we lack, that the red, red Wrong; 

Should starve us 'mid heaps of gold ? 
We have brains as broad ; we have arms as strong ; 

We have hearts as great and bold. 
Will a thousand more years* meek suffering school 

Our lives to a sterner bravery 1 
No ! down and down with their robber role, 

And trample at once your slavery — 
For our rare old land i our dear old land ! 

With its memories bright and brave. 
And sing, 0, for the hour its sons shall band, 

To free it of Tyrant and Slave. 



THE PEOPLE'S ADVENT. 

'Tis coming up the steep of Time, 

And this old world is growing brighter ! 
We may not see its dawn sublime. 

Yet, high hopes make the heart throb lighter. 
We may be sleeping in the ground. 

When it awakes the world in wonder. 
But, we have felt it gathering round. 

And heard its voice of living thunder, 

'Tis coming ! yes, 'tis coming. 

Tis coming now, that glorious time. 
Foretold, and sung, by prophets hoary. 

For which, when thinking was a crime. 
Souls, leapt to heaven, from scaffolds gory. 
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They passed, nor see the work they wrought. 
Now the crown'd hopes of centuries, blossom ! 

But the live lightning of their thought 
And daring deeds, doth pulse earth*s bosom, 

"lis coming I yes, 'tis coming. 

Creeds, Empkes, Systems, rot with age. 

But, the great People's ever youthful I 
Audit shall write the Future's page. 

To our humanity more truthful I 
The gnarliest heart, hath tender chords, 

To waken at the name of " Brother" 
And time comes when, brain-scorpion words, 

We shall not speak to sting each other, 

'Tis coming! yes, 'tis coming. 

Out of the light ye Priests, nor fling. 

Your dark, cold, shadows^ on us longer ! 
Aside ! thou world-wide curse', called King I 

The People's step, is quicker, stronger, 
There's a Divinity within 

That makes men great, whene'er they will it, 
God works with all who dare, and win. 

And the time cometh to reveal it, 

' Tis coming I yes 'tis coming. 

Freedom ! the tyrants kiU thy braves. 

Yet in our memories live the sleepers. 
And, tho' doom'd millions, feed the graves. 

Dug by Death's fierce, red-handed, reapers ; 
The World shall not for ever bow 

To things, which mock God's own endeavour ; 
'Tis nearer than they wot of now. 

When flowers shall wreathe the sword for ever, 

'Tis coming I yes, 'tis coming ! 
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Fraternity ! Lovers other name, 

Dear, heaven-connecting link of Being ! 
Then shall we grasp thy golden dream. 

As souls full-statured, grow far-seeing, 
Thou, shalt unfold our better part. 

And in our life-cup yield more honey ! 
Light up with joy the poor man's heart, 

And Love's own world, with smiles more sunny, 

Fraternity, thou'rt coming ! 

Aye, it must come, the Tyrant's throne 

Is crumbling, with our hot tears rusted ; 
The Sword, earth's mighty have leant on. 

Is cankered, with our heart's blood crusted ; 
Room ! for the men of mind make way. 

Ye robber Rulers, pause no longer ; 
Ye cannot stay the coming day. 

The world rolls on, the light grows stronger, 

'Tis coming ! yes 'tis coming. 



THE FAMINE -SMITTEN. 

In the tears of the morning — 

The smiles of the sun — 
The green earth's adorning 
Told Spring had begun ! 
Warm woods donned their beauty, wrought 

Through long still nights, 
And musical breezes, brought 

Flowery delights. 
The humming leaves flasht 

Rich in light, with sweet sound, 
And the glad waters dasht 

Their starry spray round ! 
c 
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The wood-bines up-climbing, 

Laught out; pink-and-golden. 
And bees made sweet chiming, 

In roses half-folden. 
But where was that infant band. 

Wont in spring weather — 
To wander forth, hand-in-hand, 

Violets to gather — 
Whose hearts like plum*d powers, 

Leapt up from the sod — 
Raining music in showers, 

As guesting a God ? 
Ah ! misery, they slept, 

The dear blossoms of love ! 
Where the green branches wept. 

And the grass crept above ! 
Melodious gladness — 

Pulst through golden air. 
But the anguish of madness 

Rent Poverty's lair, 
For famine had smitten. 

Its pride of life low. 
And agony written. 

On heart and on brow. 
Sweet from the boughs the birds 

Sang in their mirth, 
The lark messaged heaven-wards, 

Blessings from earth — 
But I tum'd where our gentle Lord's 

Loves,* lay in dearth. 
They heard not, nor heeded, 

The soimds of life o'er them ! 
They felt not, nor needed. 

The hot tears wept for them ! 
But earth-flowers were springing, 

O'er human flowers' grave — 



(( 



Suffer little children to come unto me." 
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And, oh Gk>d ! what heart-wringing, 

Their tender looks gave ! 
They died ! mad with hunger — 

By bitter want blasted I 
While wealth for the Wronger, 

Ran over untasted — 
While Pomp, in jo/s rosy bow*rs, 

Wasted life's measure. 
Chiding the lagging hours, 

Wearied of pleasure ! 
They died ! while men hoarded 

The free gifts of God, 
They died ! tis recorded 

In letters of blood. 
Yet the com on the hills. 

Waves its showery-gold crown, 
Still nature's lap fills, 

With the good heaven drops down, 
Oh ! this world might be lighted. 

With Eden's first smile — 
Angel-haunted — ^unblighted. 

With freedom for Toil I 
But they wring out our blood. 

For their banquet of gold ! 
They repeal laws of Gk)d, 

Soul and body are sold ! 
Hark now ! hall and palace, 

Ring out dome and rafber. 
Aye, laugh on, ye callous ! 

In Hell there'll be laughter ; 
But tremble, hell-makers ; 

The shorn among men — 
The world's image-breakers. 

Grow mighty again : 
There be stem times a-coming, 

The dark days of reck'ning, 
The storms are up-looming — 

The Nemesis wak'ning ! 
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On Heaven, blood shall call. 

Earth, quake with pent thunder. 
And shackle and thrall, 

Shall bo riven asunder, 
It will come, it shall come. 

Impede it what may. 
Up People ! and welcome ! 

Your glorious day. 



NO JEWELLED BEAUTY IS MY LOVE. 

Xo jewelled Beauty is my love. 

Yet in the heaven of her face, 
There's such a radiaat tenderness, 

She needs no other gift, or grace. 
Her smile, and voice, around my heart 

In blessed light, and music, twine ; 
And dear, very dear, to me. 

Is this sweet love of mine. 

joy ! to know there's one fond heart. 

That ever beateth true to me ; 
It sets mine leaping, like a lyre. 

When sweetest strings make melody. 
My soul up-springs, a Deity — 

Heaven-crowned ! to hear her voice divine. 
And dear, O very dear to me. 

Is this sweet love of mine. 

If ever I have sighed for wealth, 

Twas all for her dear sake, I trow. 
And if I win Fame's victor-wreath, 

I'll twine it on her bonnie brow. 
There may be forms more beautiful, 

And eyes of love, with sunnier shine. 
Bat none, O none, so dear to me, 

As this sweet love of mine. 
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HOPE ON, HOPE EVER. 

Hope on, hope ever, though to-day be dark, 

The sweet sanbarst may smile on thee to-morrow ; 
Tho* thoa art lonely, there's an eye will mark 

Thy loneliness, and guerdon all thy sorrow, 
Tho' thou mayest toil 'mong cold and sordid men, 

With none to echo back thy thought, or love thee. 
Cheer up, poor heart ! thou dost not beat in vain, 

While God is over all, and heaven above thee — 
Hope on, hope ever. 

I know tis hard to bear the bitter taunt. 

With the heart's honest pride at midnight wrestle ; 
To feel the killing cankerworm of want. 

While rich rogues in their stolen luxury nestle. 
For I have felt it I yet from earth's cold Real 

My soul looks out on coming things, and cheerful. 
The warm sunrise floods all the land Ideal, 

And still it whispers to the worn and tearful — 
Hope on, hope ever. 

The iron may enter in, and pierce thy soul. 

But cannot kill the love within thee burning ; 
The tears of misery may be thy dole. 

But cannot quench thy true heart's seraph-yearning 
For better things, nor crush thy ardent trust. 

That Error from the mind shall be uprooted. 
That Truths shall dawn, as Flowers spring from the dust 

And love be cherisht where hate was embruited — 
Hope on, hope ever. 

Hope on, hope ever, after darkest night 
Comes full of loving life, the laughing Morning, 

Hope on, hope ever, spring-tide flusht with light, 
Doth crown old Winter with its rich adorning. 
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Hope on, hope ever, yet the time shall come 
When man to man shall be a friend and brother, 

And this old world shall be a happy home. 
And all Earth's family love one another, 
llope on, hope ever. 



A MAIDEN'S SONG. 

I love ! and Love hath given me. 

Sweet thoughts to €rod a-kin ; 
And oped a living Paradise, 
My heart of hearts, within — 

! from this Eden of my life, 
God keep the Serpent Sin. 

1 love ! and into angel-land, 
With starry glimpses peer ; 

And there's a rainbow round my sonl, 

For every falling tear : 
I drink in beauty like heaven- wine. 

When One is smiling near; 

Dear God in heaven ! keep without stain. 
My bosom's white- wing' d Dove ; 

! clothe it meet for angel arms. 
And give it place above — 

For there is nothing from this world, 
I yearn to take, but Love. 
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OUR FATHERS ARE PRAYING FOR PAUPER-PAY. 

Smitten stones, will talk with fiery tongues. 

And the worm, when trodden will turn, 
But Cowards, ye cringe to the craellest wrongs, 

And answer with never a spam ; 
Then torture 0, Tyrants, the spiritless drove. 

Old England's Helots, will bear. 
There's no hell in their hatred, no God In their love 

Nor shame in their dearth's despair. 
For our Fathers are praying for pauper-pay, 

Oar Mothers with Death's kiss, are white ! 
Our Sons are the rich man's serfs by day, 

And our Daughters his slaves by night. 

The Tearless, are drunk with our tears ; have they driven 

The God of the poor man mad ? 
For, we weary of waiting the help of heaven, 

And the battle goes still with the bad ; 
! but death for death, and life for life, 

It were better to take and give. 
With hand to throat, and with knife to knife, 

Than die out qa thousands live ! 
For our Fathers are praying for pauper-pay, 

Our Mothers with Death's kiss are white ! 
Our Sons are the rich man's serfs by day. 

And our Daughters his slaves by night. 

Fearless and few, were the Heroes of old. 

Who played, the peerless part ; 
We are fifty-fold, but the gangrene Gold, 

Hath eaten out Hampden's heart. 
With their faces to danger, like freemen they fought, 

With their daring, all heart and hand : 
And the thunder-deed followed the lightning-thought ! 

When they stood for their own good land. 
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Our Fathers are praying for pauper-pay, 
Our Mothers with Death's kiss are white ! 

Our Sons are the rich man's serfs by day, 
And our Daughters his slaves by night. 

When the heart of one half the world, doth beat. 

Akin to the brave and the true. 
And the tramp of Democracy's earthquake-feet. 

Goes crashing the wide world through, 
We should not be living in darkness and dust. 

And dying like slaves in the night — 
But big with the might of the inward ** must'* 

We should battle for Freedom and Right ! 
For our Fathers are praying for pauper-pay. 

Our Mothers with Death's kiss are white ! 
Our Sons are the rich man's serfs by day. 

And our Daughters his slaves by night. 



« I LOVE MY LOVE, AND MY LOVE LOVES ME." 

The life of life's when for another we're living. 

Whose spirit responds to ours like a sweet psalter. 
When heart-smiles are burning, and flame-words out-giving. 

The fire we have lit on her heart's holy altar ! 
O, Love, Grod's religion ! Love, burning and starried. 

The soul must be beautiful where thou art palaced, 
I mark where thy kiss-seal is set on the forehead, 

I know where thy dew of heaven's richliest chaliced. 
For bright breaks that brow through the world's slow stain ; 

And strong is that soul in the battle of duty. 
Smiling May-sunshine thro life's winter-rain, 

All outward things clothing with inward heart-beauty ! 
Tis writ in the face, whose heart singeth for glee — 

" I love my Love, and my Love loves me.' 



«> 
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Once I was a-weary of life, and the world ; 

The voice of delight on my heart fell accurst. 
And my eyes oft -with teardrops unweetingly pearled, 

I had no one to love tho' with love my heart burst, 
Then on me a sweet dream of Paradise stole. 

Disparting the shadows that brooded around me, 
And walking the gardens, that Eden my soul. 

One morning my love, like another Eve, found me. 
She lookt, and a ma§lstrome of joy whirPd my bosom ; 

She smiled, and my being ran bliss to the brim ; 
She spake, and my eager heart flusht into blossom ; 

Dear Heaven, twas the music set to my life's hymn, 
And up went my soul to God, shouting for glee— > 

** I love my Love, and my Love loves me." 

I know, love of mine, time may nevermore bring 

Back the lost freshness that clad my young heart, 
But looking on thee, sweet thoughts ever -more spring, 

As from the cold tomb the green verdure will start ; 
I look in thy dear eyes, and joy to the weeper ! 

Their love-light, makes sunshine of all my dark fears. 
And what made my heart faint, lifts it now, a strong leaper ; 

For rivers of joy, flood its channels of tears. 
I had deemed its wealth, flung on sands, barren and burning. 

And sweet *tis to find my life's current again. 
Caught up in thy love's precious chalice — returning 

Like dew that hath been to heaven, dropping in rain : 
And my heart's perpetual hymn shall be — 

" I love my Love, and my Love loves me." 



A CALL TO THE PEOPLE. 

1848. 

People of England ! rouse ye from this dreaming. 
Sinew your souls, for Freedom's glorious leap ; 

Look to the Future, lo ! our day-spring's gleaming, 
And a pulse stirs, that never more shall sleep 
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In the World's heart I Men's eyes like stars are throbbing, 
The traitor-kings tarn pale in Pleasure's bower. 

For at the soand which comes like thunder — sobbing, 
The leaves from Royalty's tree, fall hour by hour ; 
Earthquakes leap in our temples, crumbling Throne and Power ! 

Yampyres have drain' d the human heart's best blood. 
Kings robbed, and Priests have curst us in God's name ; 

Out in the midnight of the Past we've stood — 
While fiends of darkness plied their hellish game. 

We have been worshipping a gilded crown, 

Which drew heaven's lightning-laughter on our head ; 

Chains fell on as as we were bowing down. 
We deem'd our Grods divine, but lo ! instead — 
They are bat painted clay, — with morn, the charm has fled ! 

And is this ** Merrie England," this the place — 

The cradle of great souls, self-deified ? 
Where smiles once revelled in the Peasant's face. 

Ere hearts were inaskt by gold — lips steept in pride — 
Where Toil with open brow went on light-hearted, 

And twain in love, Law never thrust apart ? 
Then, is the glory of our life departed 

From us, who sit and nurse our bleeding smart ; 

And slink, afraid to break the laws that break the heart. 

Hnsht be the Herald on the walls of Fame, 

Trumping this People as their Country's pride ; 
Weep rather, with your souls on fire with shame. 

See ye not how the palaced knaves deride 
Us facile-flatter' d fools? how priestcraft stealthy. 

Stabs at our freedom through its veil of night. 
And grinds the poor to flush its coffers wealthy? 

Hear how the land groans in the grip of Might, 

Then quafl* your cup of Wrongs, and laud a Briton's " Right. " 

There's not a spot in all this flowery land. 

Where Tyranny's cursed brand-mark has not been : 
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O ! were it not for its all blastiiig hand, 

Dear Christ, what a sweet heaven this might have been, 
Has it not hunted forth our spirits brave — 

Killed the red rose which crown'd our darling Daughter, 
Wedded our living hopes unto the grave — 

Filled happy homes with strife, the world with slaughters, 

And tum'd our thoughts to blood — to gall, the heart's sweet waters 

Gone! is the love that nerved our ancient Sires, 

Who, bleeding, wrung their Rights from tyrannies olden, 

God-spirits have been here, for Freedom fires 
From out their ashes, to earth's heart eufolden ; 

The mighty dead lie slumbering around — 

Whose names, smite as if Grod's soul shook the air. 

Life leaps from where their dust makes holy ground. 
Their deeds spring forth in glory — live all-wbere. 
And are we traitors to th' eternal trust we bear ? 

Go forth, when night is husht, and heaven is clothed 

With smiling stars that in God's presence roll. 
Feel the stirred spirit leap to them betrothed. 

As Angel- wings were fanning in the soul ; 
Feel the hot tears flood in the eyes upturning. 

The tide of goodness, heave its brightest waves — 
Then is't not hard to crush the God-ward yearning 

With the mad thought that ye are still Earth's slaves ? 

O ! how long will ye make your hearts its living graves ? 

Immortal Liberty I I see thee stand — 

Like Mom just stept from heaven upon a mountain. 
With rosy feet, and blessing-laden hand, 

Thy brow star-crown' d, thy heart Love's living fountain , 
O ! when wilt thou string on the People's lyre 

Joy's broken chord ? And on the People's brow 
Set Empire's crown ? Light up thy beacou-fire 

Within their hearts, with an undying glow ; 

Nor give us blood fur milk, as men are drunk with now ? 
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Curst, curst be war, the World's iribst fatal glory. 
Ye wakening nations, burst its guilty thrall ! 

Time waits with out-stretcht hand to shroud the gory — 
Grim glave of Strife behind Oblivion's pall, 

The tyrant laughs at swords, the cannon's rattle 
Thunders no terror on his murderous soul. 

Thought, Mind, must conquer Might, and in this battle 
The warrior's cuirass, or the sophist's stole. 
Shall blunt no lance of light, no onset, backward roll. 

Old Poets tell us of a golden age. 

When earth was guiltless, — Gods the guests of men. 
Ere sin had dimmed the heart's illumined page — 

And Sinai-voices say 'twill come again. 
O ! happy age ! when love shall rule the heart. 

And time to live, shall be the poor man's dower. 
When martyrs bleed no more, nor Poets smart — 

Mind is the only diadem of power — 

People, it ripens now I awake ! and strike the hour. 

Hearts, high and mighty, gather in our cause. 

Bless, bless oh God, and crown their earnest labour. 
Who dauntless fight to win us equal laws. 

With mental armour, and with spirit-sabre ! 
Bless, bless God ! the proud intelligence, 

That like a sun dawns on the People's forehead — 
Humanity springs from them like incense. 

The Future, bursts upon them, boundless — starried — 

They weep repentant tears, that they so long have tarried. 
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LABOUR'S SOCIAL CHIVALRY. 

Up-rouse ye now, brave brother-band ; 
With honest heart, and working hand : 
We are but few, toil-tried and true, 
Yet hearts beat high to dare and do. 
And who would not a champion be. 
In Labour's social Chivalry ? 

We fight ! but bear no bloody brand. 
We fight to free our father-land ; 
We fight, that smiles of love may glow, 
On lips where curses quiver now. 
Hurrah, hurrah ! true knights are we. 
In Labour's social Chivalry. 

0, there be hearts that ache to see 
The day-dawn of our victory — 
Eyes full of heart-break, with us plead, 
And watchers weep, and martyrs bleed ; 
0, who would not a champion be. 
In Labour's social Chivalry? 

Work, brothers mine, work, hand and brain, 
We'll win the golden age again ; 
And Love's millenial mom, shall rise 
In happy hearts and blissful eyes. 
Hurrah, hurrah ! true knights are we. 
In Labour's social Chivalry. 



SONG. 



Sweet smile on the cheek of thy home, where 
Joy burst on thy young spirit's waking; 

Canst give its endearments to come, where 
Life hath many a hot heart-aching ? 
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Have you counted the cost to stand by me. 

In the battle I fight for man ? 
And shall your angel-love deify me, 

Who stand in the world's dark ban ? 
O, a daring high soul you will need, dear love, 

To brave the life-battle with me ; 
For your true heart may oftentimes bleed, dear love. 

And your sweet eyes dim tearfully* 

Sweet! know you of gallant hearts perish iug— 

The fine spirits that dumbly bow ? 
For a little of fortune's cherishing. 

They are breaking in agony, now. 
And without the sunshine that life needeth, 

Alas, Sweet ! for me and for you, 
How little the callous world heedeth. 

For love like ours tender and true. 

! a daring high soul you will need, dear love, 
To brave the life-battle with me ; 

For your true heart may oftentimes bleed, dear love. 
And your sweet eyes dim tearfully. 

Well you've sworn ! I have sworn ; God hath bound us. 
And that covenant the world shall not part ; 

1 have fiung my love's mantle around us. 
And you live in each beat of my heart. 

It may be our name in earth's story, 

Shall endure when we are no more ; 
For truth lives as the stars burn in glory, 

And the flowers bud on earth's green floor. 
But a daring high soul you will need, dear love. 

To brave the life-battle with me ; 
For your true heart may oftentimes bleed, dear lore, 

And your sweet eyes dim tearfully. 
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PRESS ON! 

Prtts on, press on, ye rulers, in the stirred world's forward track, 
It moves too sure, for ye to put the clock of Freedom back ; 
We're gathering up from near, and far, with souls in fiery glow — 
And Right doth bare its arm of might, to bring the spoilers low * 
Kings, Priests, ye're far too costly, and we weary of your rule, 
We crown no more " Divinity" where Nature writeth *'fool ! " 
Ye must not bar our glorious path, as in the days agone, [on ! 
Tou know that God made men, not princes, kings or priests ! press 

Press on, press on, ah ! nobles, ye have played a daring game. 
But your star of strength is falling, fades the prestige of your 

name ; 
Too long have ye been fed, and nurst, on human blood and tears. 
The naked truth is known, and Labour leaps to life, and swears 
His pride of strength, to bloated Ease, he will no longer give. 
For all who live should work, " Lords,'* then all who work might 

live! [land 

The combat comes, make much of what yeVe wrung from father- 
Press on, press on, — to day we plead, — to-morrow we'll command. 

Press on, a million pauper-foreheads bend in misery's dust, 
God's champions of the golden Truth, still eat the mouldy crust ; 
This damning curse of tyrants must not kill the nation's heart. 
The spirit, in a million slaves doth pant, on fire to start [lime, 
And strive, to mend the world, and walk in Freedom's march sub- 
While myriads sink heart-broken, and the land o'erswarms with 

crime; 
" O, God," they cry, " we die, we die, and see no earnest won I " 
Brothers, join hand and heart and in the work press on, press on. 
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THE WORKER. 

I CARE not a curse, tho* from birth he inherit, 

The tear-bitter bread, and the stingings of scorn. 
If the man be but one of God's nobles in spirit, 

Tho' pennyless — richly-souled, heartsome, tho' worn — 
And will not for golden bribe, lout it, or flatter. 

But clings to the Right aye, as steel to the pole, 
He may sweat at the plough, loom, or anvil, no matter, 

I'll own him the man that is dear to my souL 

His hand may be hard, and his raiment be tatter' d. 

On straw-pallet nightly, his weary limbs rest — 
If his brow wear the stamp of a spirit unfettered, 

I'm mining at once, for the gems in his breast. 
Give me the true> man who will fear not, nor falter, 

Tho* Want be his guerdon, the Workhouse his goal, 
Till his heart has burnt out upon Liberty's altar, 

For this is the man I hold dear to my soul. 

True hearts in this brave world of blessings and beauty. 

Aye scorn the poor bravery of losel, and lurker. 
And Toil is creation's crovsTi, worship is duty. 

And greater than gods in old days, is the Worker ! 
For us, the wealth-laden world laboureth ever. 

For us, harvests ripen, winds blow, waters roll, 
And he who gives back in his might of endeavour 

111 cherish, a man ever dear to my soul. 



"ALL'S RIGHT WITH THE WORLD." 

Pippa passes. 

Sweet Phosphor tricks to a smile the brow of heaven, 
Dawn's golden springs surge into floods of day, 
Lush, leavy woods, break into singing, Earth 
From dewy dai'k rolls round her balmy side, 
And all goes right, and merrily with the world. 
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Spring, with a tender beauty clothes the earth , 
Happy, and jewelled like a sumptuous bride, 
Afl tho* she knew no sorrow — ^held no grave, 
No glory dims, for all the hearts that break, 
And all goes right and merrily with the world. 

Birds sing as sweetly on the blossom'd bouj2:hs, 
Sons mount as royally their sapphire throne. 
Stars bud in gorgeous gloom, and harvests yield, 
As tho* man nestled in the core of love, 
All, all, goes right and merrily with the world. 

But, slip the silken-folded mask aside. 
Behold ! Hell welters at our very feet! 
See, the poor murder* d body and soul — the rich 
In Pleasure's chalice melt their pearl of life, 
Aye, all goes right, and merrily with the world. 

Lean out into the looming Future, mark 

The battle roll across the night to come, 

Aha! how they right their wrongs at last. Revenge 

Writes blood-red radiance on the midnight heaven ! 

Tet^ all goes right, and merrily with the world. 

So Sodom, grim old reveller ! went to death, 
Voluptuous music throbbed her lordly courts. 
Mirth wanton'd at her heart, one pulse before 
Fire-tongues told out her bloody tale of wrong — 
And all went right, and merrily with the world. 
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A NIGHT-MUSING. 

Earth, gamisht bride-like, bares her bosom to the nestling 

Night, 
Who hath come down in glory from the golden halls of 

light, 

Ton thousand tender, starry eyes, smile o'er the world at rest. 
The weary world — hnsht like an infant on its mother's 
breast ! 

The grand old hills uplift their foreheads in rich-sleeping light , 
That in the storm- war stagger, neath the leaping thunder's 
might — 

When the red lightning-dagger, smites the black clouds, blaz- 

iag-bright, 
How proudly grand, and still they stand, worshipping God 

to-night ! 

No green tide sweeps the sea of leaves, no wind-sigh stirs the 

sod, 
While Holiness broods dove-like on the soul, begetting God. 

The flowers have hung their cups, with gems of their own sweet- 
ness wrought. 
And muse upon their silken stems, in extacy of thought. 

They have banquetted on beauty, at the fragrant Eve's red lips, 
And fold in charmed rest, with crowns upon their velvet tips. 

Sweet hour ! thou wak'st the feeling mortals never know by 

day, 
For Angel-eyes look down, and read the spirit neath the clay. 

Even while I list such music steal eth in upon my soul, 

As though adown heaven's stair of stars, the seraph-harpings 

stole. 
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Or I could grasp the immortal part of life, and soar, and soar. 
Such strong wings take me, and my heart hath found such 
hidden lore ! 

It flings aside the weight of years, and lovingly goes back 

To that sweet time, the dear old time, that glistens on it track ! 

Life's withered leaves grow green again, and fresh with Child- 
hood's spring, 
As I am welcomed back once more, within its rainbow-ring : — 

The Past with all its gather* d charms, beckons me back in joy. 
And loving hearts, and open arms, re-clasp me as a boy. 

The voices of the loved and lost, are stirring at my heart, 
And Memory's miser' d treasures, leap to life, with sudden 
start, — 

As through her darkened chambers, warm and glad sunlight 

creeps in, 
And Langsyne glimpst in glorious tears, my toil-worn heart 

doth win. 

Thou art looking, smiling on me, as thou hast lookt and 

smiled. Mother, 
And I am sitting by thy side, at heart a very child Mother ! 

I'm with the now in soul, sweet Mother, much as in those 

hours. 
When all my wealth was in thy love, and in the birds and 

flowers, 

\nien the long summer days were short, for my glad soul to 

live. 
The happy ftdlness of the bliss, each golden hour could give. 

When Heaven sang to my innocence, and every nodding grove 
And forest ach'd with music, as a yoimg heart aches with love. 

When life opt like a flower, where clung my lips, to quafi' its 

honey. 
And joys thronged like a shower of gold king-cups in meadows 

sunny. 
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Sweet thoughts of happiness and home, what business have ye 

here? 
And yet I bless ye, that ye come, to free the strangling tear. 

Dear thoughts ! how eloquent ye tell, that I am changed now, 
I cannot choose but weep, and press to earth my burning brow. 

Ill tell thee. Mother I since we met, stem changes haye oome 

o*er me, 
Then life smiled like a paradise, the world was all before me. 

O I I was full of trustful faith, and in my glee and gladneas^ 
Deemed not that others had begun as bright, whose end was 
madness. 

I knew not smiles ooold light up eyes, like sunset's laughing glow 
On some cold stream, which bams above, while all runs dark 
below; 

That on love's sunny sea, great souls go doYim, while some grown 

cold. 
Seal up affection's living spring, and sell their love for gold ; 

How they on whom we'd stakt the heart, forget the early vow, 
And they who swore to love through life, would pass all coldly 
now; 

How in the soul's dark hour, Love's temple-veil is rent in twain, 
As the heart quivers thorn-crown'd on the cross of fiery pain. 

And shattered idols — broken dreams, come crowding on my brain. 
As speaks the spirit-voice of days, that never come again. 

It tells of golden moments lost — heart sered — ^blind Passion's thrall; 
Love's spring-tide blossoms run to waste, life's honey. tum'd to 
gall. 

It tells how many and often, high resolve, and struggle strong, 
Shapt on the anvil of my heart, have died upon my tongue. 

I left thee. Mother, in sweet May, the merry month of flowers ! 
To toil away in dusky gloom, the golden summer-hours. 
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X left my world of love behind, with soul for life a-thirsting, 

My burning eyelid dropt no tear, although my heart was bursting. 

For I had knit my soul to climb, with poverty its burden. 

Give me but time, 0, give me time, and I would win the guerdon. 

Ah ! Mother, many a heart that all my aspiration cherisht, 
Hath fallen in the trampling strife, and in the life-march perisht. 

We see the bleeding victims lie upon the world's grim altar. 
And one by one young feelings die, and dark doubts make us 
falter. 

Mother, the world hath wreakt its part on me, with scathing power, 
Yet the best life that heaves my heart, runs for thee at this hour. 

And by these holy yearnings, by these eyes, with sweet tears wet, 
know there wells a spring of love, through all my being yet. 



DOWN, DOWN, POOR HEART ! 

She was so beautiful, 

Down, down, poor heart ; 
I loved so dutiful, 

Down, down, poor heart. 
There cometh no morrow. 

Shall solace thy smart ; 
Or conch this blind sorrow, 

Then down, down, poor heart ! 

Spring-tide will bloom again. 

Wild-flowers will start ; 
But she will ne'er come again. 

To thee, poor heart. 
Never more hearken thee, 

Pleading, poor heart ; 
Deep shadows darken thee, 

Down, down, poor heart ! 
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WE KNOW THERE'S SOMETHING WRONG. 

When this bright world's a blessed place 

Where Paradise might be — 
If Love but lampt the sweet, sad, face 

Of our humanity — 
When heaven is full of sunshine, earth 

Full of &uit, flowers, and song, 
Yet starvelings groan 'mid nature s mirth, 

We know there's something wrong. 

When God's dear sunshine's taxt for gold. 

The smile of green fields bought, 
And rulers league in power's stronghold, 

To crush the people's thought ; 
And statesmen cower tremblingly 

Before the pleading throng, 
Nor stand in conscious dignity, — 

We know there's something wrong. 

When prison-ration, pauper-fare, — 

Is better than theirs who plod 
Twelve hours a day like slaves, yet wear 

The image of a Gk>d. 
When Mother Church breaks hearts for bread. 

And sanctions drop and thong — 
We read what Christ the master said. 

And know there's something wrong. 

When saintly rogues preach temperance 

Beneath the worship-dome, 
Yet lust for luxury askance. 

And go get drunk at home ! 
When their creed-thunders hell-hot hurled, 

Buckler the blood-dyed strong — 
Who keep mind sheathed and freedom furled 

We know there's something wrong. 
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When conquering nations — ^barbarous, win, 

And civilize with the sword — 
And thro* the bloody breech fling in, 

The voice from heaven, God's word ! 
And while good spirits preach good-will — 

Roll red, grim strife, along — 
Keep men, and goad them macl, to kill, 

We know there's something wrong. 

When hunger sits at Merit's board, 

And smiteth beauty down — 
While fools areworshipt — gold adored. — 

And murderers win renown — 
When proud, rich robbers, grandly flaunt 

Amid a starving throng. 
While thousands bite the dust for want — 

We know^ there's something wrong. 

Great heart of this old universe, 

Lord, Life, Love ! rise and save 
The People : Let this tyrant curse. 

In deep hell dig its grave. 
For Faith is gi-ey with waiting, God ! 

How long, oh, God ! how long, 
Ere Truth shall vanquish force and fraud — 

Right triimiph over Wrong ? 



PEACE. 



Yes, Peace is beautiful, and I do yearn. 

For her to clasp the world's poor tortured heart. 

As sweet spring-warmth doth brood o'er coming flowers. 

But peace with these leviathans of blood — 

Who pirate crimson seas devouring men ? 

Give them the hand of brotherhood — whose fangs 

Are in our hearts with the grim blood-hound's grip 1 

Would'st see Peace, idiot-like, with smirk and smile. 
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A planting flowers to coronal truth's grave ? 

Peace, making merry round the funeral pyre, 

Where Freedom, fiery-curtained weds with death 1 

Peace mirroring her form by pools of blood — 

Crowning the Croat in Vienna*8 fosse. 

With all sweet influences of thankful eyes. 

For murder of the glorious Burschenschaft ? 

Peace with Oppression, which doth tear dear friends 

And brothers from our side to-day, and comes 

To eat OUR hearts and drink oub blood to-morrow ? 

Out, out ! it is the Tyrant*s cunning cant, 

The robe of sheen flung o'er its deadly daggers. 

Which start to life, whene'er it hugs to death. 

I answer war ! war with the cause of war, 

War with our misery — want and wretchedness. 

War with curst gold, which is an endless war. 

On Love and God and our Humanity ! 

Brothers, I bid ye forth to glorious war ! 

Patch fig'leaves o'er the naked truth no more. 

The stream of time runs red with our best blood ! 

Time's seed-field we have sown with fi:atricide. 

And dragon *s teeth have sprung, aye, in our hearts. 

O ! we have fought and bled on land and sea, 

Heapt glory's car with myriads of the brave, 

Spilt blood by oceans — treasures by the million, 

At every tyrant's beck, had we but shed 

Such warm and eloquent blood for Freedom's faith. 

War's star in heaven had lost its name ere now. 

•* Brothers !** I cried, well Brothers, brother slaves ! 

Slaves, who have writ, " Content'* upon their lintels. 

To save the unforgiven of the Lord, 

From his mid-night avenger, — gore-gorged Pharoahs ! 

Who yet must taste the Red Sea's bitter waters. 

! but to give ye Slaves, their valiant heart, 

Whose dumb, dead dust, is worth your living souls — 

Dear God ! twere sweet to kiss the scaffold-block ! 

I'd proudly leap death's darkness, to let shine 

The Future's hope through your worn sorrow's tears. 



AND LTBIOS OF LOTB. 49 

Sorrow! ah nd^ye feel not sense so holy, 

The worm of misery riots in your hearts — 

Ye hear your younglings in the drear midnight 

Make moan for bread, when ye have none to give — 

Ye drain your life, warm, for the vultures* drink ! 

The groaning land is chokt with living death, 

O ! ye are mated to the things of scorn. 

And I have heard your miserable madness 

Belcht fort^ in drunken peans to your tyrants — 

Fledging your murderers to the hell they've made ! 

Ah Christ ! was it for this, thou sudden sun, 

Did'st lamp these centuries with thy dying smile 1 

Was it for this ; so many and so many. 

Have hackt their spirit-swords against our fetters 

And killing cords, that bleed our hearts to death — 

Wept griefs, might turn the soul grey in an hour — 

Broke their great hearts for love — and in despair, 

Dasht their immortal crowns to earth, and died ? 

Was it for this the countless host of martyrs, 

Becrown*d, and robed, in fiery martyrdom. 

Beat out a golden-aged Future from 

The angel-metal of their noble lives — 

Glomb the red sca£fold — strain*d their weary eyes, 

Upon the mists of ages for one glimpse, 

Of midnight burning into that bright dawn 

Kow bursting golden, up the skies of time ] 

When will ye put your human glory on ? 

How long will ye lie darkling desolate. 

With barren brain, blind life, and fallow heart ? 

The hollow yearning grave, will kindly close, 

And flowers spring where the mould lay freshly dark ! 

The leaves will burst from out the naked'st boughs, 

Fire-ripen*d into glorious greenery, 

Waste Moor and Fen, will kindle into spring. 

How long will ye lie darkling, desolate ? 

Lord God Almighty I what a spring of freedom 

Awaits to burst the winter of our world ! 

Worn, wasted, crucified between the thieves. 
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Ere night-fapll ye might sup in paradise ! 

O ! if aught moving thrills a brother's love, 

Which pleads for utterance in blinding tears. 

Then let these words bum living in your souls. 

Snatch Fear's cold hand from off your palsied hearts. 

And send the intrepid shudder through your veins. 

Helots of Albion ! Penury's nurslings, rise 

And swear in God's name, and in Heaven's, aye Hell's, 

Ye will bear witness at the birth of Freedom t 

Arise, and front the blessed light of Heaven, 

With tyrant-quailing manhood in your looks I 

Arise ! go forth to glorious war for right, 

And justice, and mankind's high destiny ! 

Arise I 'tis Freedom's bleeding fight, strike home. 

Wherever tyrants lift the gorgon-head ! 

There is a chasm in the coming years, 

A-gape for strife's Niagara of blood — 

Or to be bridged by brave hearts linkt in love. 

The world is stirring with its mighty purpose, 

Xo more be laggards in the march of men ! 

The vulture Despotism spreads its wide wings 

Right royally, to give ye broader mark ! 

And the hag Evil sickens unto death. 

With her sore travail o'er the birth of Good. 

And soon shall War's red-lettered creed die out, 

Where blood is gushing, shall the wild-flowers blow. 

Where men are groaning, shall their children sing. 

And peace and love, re-genesis the world. 



THE LORDS OF LAND AND MONEY. 

Sons of Old England, from the sod, 

Uplift each noble brow, 
Gold apes a mightier power than God, 

And fiends are worshipt now ; 
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In all these toil-ennobled lands, 

Ye have no heritage : 
They snatch the fruit of youthful hands, 

The staff from weary age. 
0, tell them in their Palaces, 

These lords of Land and Money ! 
They shall not kill the poor like bees, 

To rob them of Life's honey. 

Through long dark years, of blood and tears. 

We've toiled like branded slaves, 
Till Wrong's red hand, hath made a land. 

Of paupers, prisons, graves. 
But our meek sufferance endeth now. 

Within the souls of men, 
The fruitful buds of promise blow, 

And Freedom lives again ; 
We tell them in their Palaces, 

Proud Lords of Land and Money ! 
They shall not kill the poor like bees, 

To rob them of Life's honey. 

Too long have Labour's nobles knelt 

Before exalted *' Rank," 
Within our souls the iron's felt. 

We hear our fetters clank, 
A glorious voice goes throbbing forth, 

From millions stirring now — 
Who yet before these Grods of earth, 

Shall stand with unblencht brow. 
Your day — wut day of reckoning comes. 

Proud Lords of Land and Money ! 
Ye shall no longer wreck our homes. 

Nor rob us of Life's honey. 



52 VOICES or freedom. 



TO A worker and SUFFERER FOR HUMANITY 

God bless you brave one, in our dearth 

Yovir life hath left a trailing glory, 
And round the poor man's homely hearth, 

We proudly tell your suffering's story. 

All Saviour-souls have sacrificed. 
With novight but noble faith for guerdon, 

And ere the world hath crown* d the Christ, 
The man, to death hath borne the burden. 

They laid in waters deep and dark, 
Their comer-stones, who've built in beauty — 

On earth's old heart, their Triumph-arc ! 
To crown with glory, lives of duty. 

In fieriest forge of martyrdom. 

The sword of soul must weld and brighten. 

Tear-bathed from fiercest furnace come — 
The lives, heroic-temper' d — ^titan ! 

Our heart-strings lordliest music make. 
When swept by Suffering's fiery fingers. 

And thro' soul-shadows, starriest, break 
Thought-harmonies, on God's true singers. 

Take heart! tho* sown in tears and blood. 

No seed of all Love's leaven hath perisht, 
Tho' dropt in desolate byeways, God 

Some glorious flower hath rear'd and cherish t. 

Take heart ! the rude dust, dark to- day, 
Soars a new-lighted sphere, to-morrow. 

And wings of splendour burst the clay. 
That clasps us in Death's fruitful furrow. 
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THE MARTYRS OF 1848 AND 1819. 

They are gone ! 
When Hope's blossoms many-number*d. 

Into flower burst, 
When on earthquake-edge all slumbered 

Who have man accurst — 
When our hearts like throbbing drums. 
Beat for freedom, ha ! it comes ! 
God ! they stumbled among tombs ! 

They are gone ! 
Freedom's strong ones, young and hoary — 

Beautiful in faith, 
Andiier first dawn-blush of glory, 

GildQ their camp of death I 
There they lie in shrouds of blood ! 
Murder'd, where for Right they stood, 
Murder'd, Christ-like, doing good I 

They are gone ! 
And tis good to die up-giving, 

Valour's vengeful breath, 
To make^heroes of the living — 

Thus Gbd-blest is death ! 
One by one, dear hearts, they've left us ! 
Yet Hope hath not all bereft us, 
Still we man the gap they've cleft us. 



They are here ! 
Here, where life ran ruddy rain. 

When power from God seem'd wrencUt, 
Here ! where tears fall, molten brain. 

And hands are agony-clencht. 
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Look, Lore lifts the Tdl ! ah now. 

There's a glory, where the plough 

Of Pain's fire-crown, seam'd each brow ! 

They are here ! 
In the .£tna of each hearty 

Where Vengeance laog^ hdl-mirth ! 
In the silent tears that start, 

O'er their g^orioos worth t 
Tears ? aye tears of fire, prood weepers ! 
For these soul-sepultiired sleepers ! 
Fire ! to smite Death's blood-seed reapers. 

They are here ! 
In the stany march of time. 

Beating at our side ! 
Let us live their lives sublime. 

Die as they have died I 
Tet shall these proud Martyrs come. 
Myriad-fold from their heart-tomb ! 
In the Tyrants' day of doom. 



THE CRY OP THE UNEMPLOYED, 

Tis hard ! tis hard to wander on through this bright world 

of ours. 
Beneath a sky of smiUng blue, on yelyet paths of flowers, 
With music in the woods as there were nought but joyannce 

known. 
Or Angels walkt earth's solitudes, and yet with want to groan. 
To see no beauty in the stars, nor in God's radiant smile, 
To wail and wander misery-curst ! willing, but cannot toil. 
There's burning sickness at my heart, I sink down fiEumshed ! 
Gk>d of the wretched, hear my prayer, I would that I were 

dasd J 
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Heaven droppoth down with manna still in many a golden 

8how*r, 
And feeds the leaves with fragrant breath, with silver dew the 

flow'r, 
There's honeyed fruit for bee and bird, with bloom laughs out 

the tree. 
And food for all Qod's happy things ; but none gives food to me. 
Earth, deckt with Plenty's garland-crown, smiles on my 

aching eye. 
The purse-proud swathed in luxury — disdainful pass me by : 
Fve eager hands, and earnest heart — but may not work for 

bread i 
Qod of the wretched hear my prayer, I would that I were dead ! 

Qold, art thou not a blessed thing ? a charm above all other. 
To shut up hearts to Nature's cry, when brother pleads with 

brother 1 
Hast thou a music sweeter than the voice of loving-kindness ? 
No ! curse thee, thou'rt a mist twixt God and men in outer 

blindness. 
" Father come back !" my children cry I Their voices once so 

sweet* 
Now quiver lance-like in my bleeding heart ! I cannot meet 
The looks that make the brain go mad, for dear ones asking 

bread — 
Qod of the wretched hear my prayer, I would that I were dead ! 

Lord I what right have the poor to wed ? love*s for the gilded 

great, 
Are they not formed of nobler day, who dine off golden plate ? 
Tie the worst curse of poverty to have a feeling heart. 
Why can I not with iron-grasp, thrust out the tender part? 
I cannot slave in yon Bastille ! ah no, twere bitterer pain. 
To wear the Pauper's iron within, than drag the Convict's chain. 
rd work but cannot, starve I may, but will not beg for bread, 
God of the wretched, hear my prayer, I would that I were dead ! 
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KISSES. 

One kiss more, Sweet ! 
Soft as ambrosial wind out of the west, 
Or silkenest surge of thy rose-misted breast ; 
Sweet lips, all ruddily melting apart. 
Drink up the honey and wine of my heart. 

One kiss more. Sweet I 
Warm as a morning sunbeam's dewy gold, 
Slips in a red rose's fragrantest fold. 
Sets its green blood all a-blush, burning up, 
\t the fresh feel of life, in its crimson cup. 

One kiss more, Sweet ! 
Full as the flush of the sea-tide grand, 
Sucking the splendour-flre out of the sand, 
Mellifluously flood all my being with bliss. 
Suck up my soul into thine with a kiss. 



SOXG. 



All glorious, as a rainbow's birth, 

She came, in springtide's golden hours. 
When Heaven went hand-in-hand with Earth — . 

And May was crown' d, and flusht with flowers. 
The mounting devil at my heart 

Clomb faintlier, as my life did win 
The charmed heaven she wrought apart, 

To wake the slumbering angel in ; 
With radiant mien she trode serene, 

And past me smiling by ; 
0, who that lookt could chance but love ? 

Not I, sweet soul ! not I. 
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Her budding breast, like fragrant fruit, 

Peered out, a-yeaming to be prest ; 
Her voice shook at my heart's red root, 

Tet might not break a habeas light rest ; 
Her being mingled into mine. 

As breath of flowers doth mix and melt, 
And on her lips the honey-wine 

Was royal-rich as spikenard spilt; 
With love a-gush like waterbrooks, 

Her heart smiled in her eye, 
0, who that lookt could chance but love ? 

Not I, sweet soul ! not I. 

The rosy eyelids of the Dawn 

Ne'er opt such heaven as hers let down, 
O love, such eyes have surely shone 

As jewels in Grod's starry crown ! 
Her brow flasht glory like a shrine, 

Or lily-bell, with sunburst bright. 
Where came and went love-thoughts divine, 

As low winds walk the leaves in light, 
She wore her beauty with the grace 

Of Summer's star-robed sky ; 
0, who that lookt could chance but love? 

Not I, sweet soul I not I. 



LOVE. 



O love ! love ! love I 

Its glory smites our gloom. 
And flower-like flnsht with life, the heart 

Doth burgeon into bloom I 
Sweet as spring-sunshine's golden kiss, 

That crowns the world anew ; 
Sweet as in roses' hearts of bliss. 

Soft summer-dark, drops dew I 
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love ! love I love ! 

Its yery pain tndean ! 
And for each wail and weeping, wins 

A blessing on onr tears I 
And ! how exquisite it starts 

The thoughts that bee-like ding, 
To drain the honey from joung hearts, 

And leave a bleeding sting. 

love ! love ! love ! 

'Twill make a brave heart ache ; 
Pulse out, and spill its lavish life, 

To sere, perchance, to break ! 
Yet, love makes all our days, sweet dove ! 

In golden suns go down ; 
And still we'll clothe our hearts with love. 

And crown us with love's crown. 



WE ALL ARE BROTHERS STILL. 

The poor man treads the earth in tears ; 

Soul-crusht, he turns to mourn apart ; 
There is no summer in his years, 

No song of gladness in his heart. 
The rich, in robes of pride adorn. 

At pleasure's banquet quaff their fill ; 
And aye, some laugh, while others mourn, 

Yet we are brothers still. 

The poor man's home is desolate : 

His children learn not Love's sweet wiles ; 
No looks of happy radiance wait 

To glad his coming with their smiles. 
For Wealth's wide-worshipt darlings keep 

His weary bones to work their will ; 
And aye, some laugh, while others weep—* 

Yet we are brothers still. 
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Our patient safiferance winneth scorn : 

They scofif and spurn us bound and blind ; 
Yet iiath this people's bosom borne 

Earth's glory-crowned kings of mind. 
Cruel and coward when we plead — 

Eager and swift our blood to spill ; 
And aye, some laugh, while others bleed ! 

Tet we are brothers still. 

I know the time grows ready-ripe— 

Their hearts, like hunted hares shall quake ; 
Death-daring spirits burn to wipe 

Our wrongs away — our bonds to break. 
*Twill come ! ah, God ! be with us, when 

Long-maddened vengeance pants to kill $ 
Or we may grimly stifle then, 

That we are brothers still. 



THE MEN OF FORTY.EIQHT. 

They rose in Freedom's rare sunrise. 

Like Giants roused from wine ; 
And in their hearts, and in their eyes, 

The God leapt up divine ! 
Their souls fiasht out like naked swords, 

Unsheathed for fiery fate. 
Strength went like battle with their words-* 

The Men of Forty-eight. 

Hurrah! 
For the Men of Forty-eight. 

Dark days have fall'n, yet in the strife 

They bate no hope sublime. 
And bravely works the fiery life^ 

Their hearts pulse through the time, 
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As grass is greenest trodden down. 

So suffering makes men great ; 
And this dark tide shall grandly crown 
The Men of Forty-eight. 

Hurrah! 
iB'or the Men of Forty-eight. 

Some in a bloody burial sleep. 

Like Greeks to glory gone, 
But, in their steps avengers leap 

With their proof armour on. 
And hearts beat high with dauntless trust: 

We'll triumph soon or late — 
Though they be mould'ring down in dust — 

Brave Men of Forty-eight. 

Hurrah ! 
For the Men of Forty-eight 

! when the World wakes up, to worst 

The Tyrants once again, 
And Freedom's summons-shout shall burst 

In music on the brain — 
With heart to heart, and hand in hand — 

Ye'll find us, all elate 
And true, as ever Spartan band — 

We Men of Forty-eight 

Hurrah ! 
For the Men of Forty-eight 



A LYRIC OF LOVE. 

The Lark that nestles nearest earth. 
To Heaven's gate nighest sings ; 

And loving thee, my lowly life 
Doth mount on marvellous wings ! 
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Thine eyes are starry promises. 

And affluent abore 
All measure — in rich blessing, is 

The largess of thy love. 

My heart may sometimes blind mine eyes 

With utterance of tears — 
But feels no pang for thee, belor'd ; 

But all the more endears ! 
And if life comes with cross and care. 

Unknown in years of yore : 
I know thou*lt half the burden bear, 

And I am strong once more. 

Merry as laughter thro' the hills 

Spring dances in my heart, — 
And at my wooing Nature's soul 

Into her face will start I 
The Queen-moon in her starry bower 

Looks happier for our love : 
A fierier splendour fills the flower. 

And mellower coos the Dove. 

Ah ! now I see my life was shorn. 

That like the forest-brook — 
When leaves are shed ; my darken'd soul, 

Up in Heaven's face might look ! 
And blessings on the storm, that gave 

Me haven on thy breast — 
Where my life, dimazt like a wave, 
That breaks in perfect rest. 
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IT WILL END IN THE RIGHT. 

Neyer despair ! my brother in sorrow ; 

I know that our mooming-hood endeth not — ^yet 
Shall the yanqniaht to-day be the victors to-morrow. 

Oar star shall shine on when the tyrant's son's set 
Hold on ! tho* men spam thee for whom thou art liring 

A life only cheered by the lamp of its love ; 
Hold on I Freedom's hope to the bondaged ones giving. 

Green spots, 'mid the waste, wait thy worn spirit-dove I 
Hold on — still hold on — in the world's despite ; 
Nurse the faith in thy heart — keep the lamp of Grod bright. 
And my life for thine I it shall end in the right I 

What tho' the martyrs and prophets have perisht. 

The angel of life rolls the stone from their graves ; 
Still lives the love and the freedom they cherisht — 

Their faith's triumph-cry stirs the spirits of slaves. 
They are gone ! but a glory is left in our life, 

Like the day -god's last kiss on the dark clouds of even-^ 
Gone down, on the desolate seas of their strife. 

To climb as star-beacons up Liberty's heaven ! 
Hold on — still hold on — in the world's despite; 
Nurse the faith in thy heart — keep the lamp of God bright. 
And my life for thine t it shall end in the right. 

Think of the wrongs that have ground us for ages : 

Think of the wrongs we have still to endure: 
Think of our blood, red on History's pages : 

Then work, that our reck'ning be speedy and sure. 
Slaves cry unto God ! but be our God reveal'd 

In our lives — in our works — in our warfare for man. 
And bearing — or borne upon — Victory's shield ; 

Let us fight battle-harnessed, and fall in the van. 
Hold on — still hold on — in the world's despite ; 
Nurse the faith in thy heart — keep the lamp of God bright, 
And my life for thine ! it shall end in the right. 
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A LOVER'S FANCY. 

Sweet Heaven I I do lore a maiden, 
Badiant, rare, and beaaty-laden : 
When she's near me, heaven is round me 
Her dear presence doth so boond me I 
I could wring my heart of gladness, 
Might it free her lot of sadness — 
Give the world, and all that's in it. 
Just to press her hand a minute I 
Yet she weeteth not I love her ; 

Never do I tell the sweet 
Tale, but to the stars above her. 

And the flowers that kiss her feet. 

I could be a bird, to lighten 
Her dear heart — her sweet eyes brighten ; 
Might I live and linger near her. 
And in tearful moments cheer her ; 
Or, in fragrance like a blossom. 
Give my life up on her bosom ! 
For my love's withouten measure. 
All its pangs are sweetest pleasure ! 
Yet she weeteth not I love her; 

Never do I tell the sweet 
Tale, but to the stars above her. 

And the flowers that kiss her feet 



THE LAST OF THE QUEENS AND THE KINGS. 

Like a strong man in torture, the weary world tumeth, 
To dasp freedom's robe round her slavery's starkness ; 

With shame, and with shudder, poor mother I she yeameth 
O'er hell's red wrong done in her dearth and her darkness. 
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She gathers her strength up to crush the abhorred 
Who murder her poor heart, and drain her life-springs ; 

And are crowned to hide the Gain-brand on the forehead. 
She willeth them last of the Queens and the Kings. 

And 1 by the lovers and friends we have cherisht. 

Who made our cause soar up like flame, at their breath ; 
Who struggled like gods met in fight, and have perisht 

In poverty's battle with grim, dally death. 
! by all dear ones that bitterly plead for us — 

Life-flowers tied up in the heart's breaking stringy ; 
Sisters that weep for us — mothers that bleed for us— 

Let these be last of the Queens and the Kings. 

Ho ! weary night-watch, is there light on the summit? 

Yeamer up thro' the night ! say, is there hope ? 
For, deeper in darkness than fathom of plummet, 

Our bark strikes the storm with cyclopean grope, 
"To God's unforgiven — to catiff and craven— 

To crown and to sceptre a cleaving curse dings ! 
Ye must fling them from deck would ye steer into haven. 

For death tracks the last of the Queens and the Kings." 

The swift sword of the people smites sharper than steel. 

And the Lord fights for all who are girt with its sweep ; 
Wounds deeper than dagger, the tyrants must feel ; 

Other guerdon than blood ! the rich harvest we'll reap ! 
Hypocrites ! mammonites ! see there I up heaven. 

Our coming day rolls, and its dawn-splendour flings ! 
And the avalanche loosens, half-Iauncht, and half-riven. 

That shall swoop down the last of the Queens and the Kings. 



WE ARE MANY, OUR TYRANTS ARE FEW. 

Behold ! the Mom breaking above. Boys ! 

Bathing earth in a warm, rosy shower. 
Heaven seemeth o'erflowing with love. Boys ! 

And light kisseth the lowliest Flower. 
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All bright, as on proud, princely home, Boys ! 

The sun smiles on the povertied Thrall, 
And thus, Freedom*8 morning shall come. Boys ! 

With its radiant sunrise over all. 
O ! look for the noble in soul. Boys ! 

And grasp ye the hand of the True : 
Then on for the glorious goal, Boys ! 

We are many, our Tyrants are few. 

Courage ! keep heart for awhile, Boys ! 

A holy and brotherly band — 
Have sworn that the children of toil, Boys I 

Shall break the oppressor's wand ! 
They have sworn by the souls of the brave. Boys ! 

Whom the Tyrant's red sword set free — 
By the woimds on the back of the slave. Boys ! 

To battle for dear Liberty ! 
Keep heart ! with the noble in soul. Boys ! 

Keep hand with the good and the True ; 
Then on for the glorious goal. Boys I 

We are many, our Tyrants are few. 

Disdain with a noble scorn, Boys ! 

The bugbears that Priestcraft hath wrought ! 
They'll evanish like phantoms forlorn. Boys ! 

In the morning-light of Thought. 
Never fear, tho' men curse and upbraid us — 

Never wince, 'neath the hireling's gibe ! 
They'd flatter and fawn, aye, and aid us. 

Were we gold-curst enough to bribe ! 
But look for the noble in soul, Boys ! 

And grasp ye the hand of the True ! 
Then on for the glorious goal. Boys ! 

We are many, our Tyrants are few. 

The flag of the Free, shall wave out, Boys ! 
O'er the dark, ruin*d towers of wrong ! 
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And the People shall wake with a shout. Bo 

And the poor man's heart break into song. 
Truth's halo of glory shall deck them. 

Who rule, in our hearts enthroned — 
And the crown of their -victor-brows make them. 

Peerless, among Peers birth-renowned ! 
Keep heart with the noble in Soul, Boys ! 

Keep hand ! with the gallant and True ! 
And on, on for the glorious goal, Boys ! 

We are many, our Tyrants are few. 



SONG. 



Farewell my darling, the dawn of to-morrow, 

Will waken us, bitterly sever'd at heart ; 
Tet tho' thou leav'st me be-darkened in sorrow, 

To bleed from the cold world in silenoe apart — 
Though nought but fruit of pain erowneth Love's bloeaom. 

Still will I live for thee, darling, and when 
The world shall forsake thee, turn to my bosom, 

My heart will foigive thee, with " welcome again.' 



»» 



When thou'rt aweary, and high hopes are blighted, 

And thy young yearnings, far-wanderers, come 
From the world's highways all wreck t and benighted. 

To nestle and bleed in their desolate home — 
When life hath no spring-burst of beauty and blossom^ 

Still will I live for thee, darling, and when 
The world shall forsake thee, turn to my bosom, 

My heart will forgive thee with '* welcome again." 
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BATTLE ON BRAVELY. 

O ! sweet is the fair face of Nature, when Spring 

With living flower-rainbow, in glory hath spanned 
Hill and dale, and the music of birds on the wing, 

Makes earth seem a beautiful faery land. 
And dear is our first-love's young spirit- wed bride. 

With her sweet eyes just waning in tender eclipse, 
When the sound of our voice, calls her heart's ruddy tide 

Uprashing in beauty to melt on her lips 1 
But earth has no sight, half so glorious to see, 
As a People up-girding its might to be free. 

To see men awake from the slumber of ages, 

With brows grim from labour, and hands hard and tan, 
Start up living heroes ! the dreamt of by Sages, 

And smite with strong arm the oppressors of man. 
To see them come dauntless forth 'mid the world's warring, 

The midnight-mine workers and slaves of the sod, 
Show how the Eternal within them is stirring, 

And never more bend to a crowned clod. 
Dear Qod ! 'tis a sight for immortals to see, 
A People up-girding its might to be free 1 

Battle on bravely, 0, sons of humanity. 

Dash down the cup from your lips, 0, ye toilers ; 
Too long hath the world bled for tyrants' insanity. 

Too long our weakness been strength to our spoilers. 
For freedom and right, gallant hearts wrestle ever, 

And speak ye to others, the proud words that won ye, 
Tour rights conquer'd once shall be wrung from ye never, 

O ! battle on bravely, the world's eyes are on ye. 
And earth has no sight half so glorious to see ; 
As a People up-girding its might to be free. 
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SWEET SPIRTT GP MT LOTS ! 

S««ec Spiris of Bj kn« ! 
Thio* all cLe wocid ve wilk i|nrty 

Tlioa maj'at Bot in mj boaom lie ; 
I mar noc preas die* to mj hearty 

Xor see lore'ilixiikxBB lamp Hdne ^e, 
Tetr art tlwa wish me. AH aqr life 

Orbs out in tbj vaorm beantj^s sphere, 
Mr hcaTest dreaniB^ of thee are rife : 

And coloted widi thy pieaenee dear. 



Sweet Spirit of aqr hnv ! 
I know how beaniifal thoa art» 

But nerer tell the 8teR7 tiioqg^ ; 
I only whif^ier to my heart 

•' She U^bitB with hearen thy eartUieat q^V 
And birds that nig^t and day rejoice^ 

And silken winds gire ba^ to me 

The eefaoed music of thy Toioe^ 

And soige my heart's lore^ide to thee. 

Sweet Spirit of my lore ! 
The spring and summer, bloom-bedight. 

That gariand earth with rainbow-showers. 
Mom's kissing breath, and eyes of light. 

That wake in smiles the winking flowers. 
The air with Yiolet-firagranoe fed. 

The diamond waters — blossom'd tree — 
Noon's golden glory, evening's red — 

Aye warble into songs of thee. 

Sweet spirit of my love ! 
When night's soft silence clothes the earth 
And wakes the passionate bird of love — 
And stars laugh out in golden mirth. 
And yearning souls divinelier move — 



AND LYBICS or LOTE. 69 

When God's bi^eath hallows every spot — 
And lapt in feeUng's luxury — 
The heart's break-full of tender thought ! 
Then art thou with me, still with me. 

Sweet spirit of my love ! 
I listen for thy footfall — feel 

Thy look is burning on me, such 
As reads my heart, I sometimes reel, 

And throb, expectant for thy touch, 
For by the voice of woods and brooks. 

And flowers with virgin-fragrance wet. 
And earnest stars with yearning looks, 

I know that we shall mingle yet. 

Sweet spirit of my love ! 
Symbols of beauty smile, as thou 

Had'st wrote thy being in fresh tints, 
The wild-flowers even, the secret know, 

And light and shade flash mystic hints, 
Meseems, like olden Gods thou'lt come, 

In cloud, but mine anointed eyes. 
Shall see the glory bum thro' gloom. 

And clasp thee Sweet ! with large surprise. 



LOVE ME. 

** All dear as the yearning when first flowers start. 

Thou cam'st in thy musical lightness, 
And the cloud wept itself in blest rain on my heart, 

That had hidden thy beauty and brightness, 
'Twas as Life's topmost window oped suddenly, bright 

With the presence and light of an angel. 
The sweet secret out-flasht on thy forehead of light, 

And I knew thee my own love evangel. 
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0, how shall I crown thee Love, on my heart's throne. 

Thou art so far, far above nib V* 
And aje as her sweet eyes lookt love m mine own. 

The Maiden answer* d, ** love me." 

" Thou art fair my Love, as some beautiful star 

That walks in an air of glory. 
With the god on thy lips, and thy lineaments are, 

As some maiden's of antique story ; 
There's never night now, since those dear eyes of thine, 

Smiled on me their soft, sweet splendour. 
And I drank of the wine of thy kisses divine, 

0, what for such love shall I render V 
And aye as I knelt at my true Love's shrine. 

She bent in her beauty above me. 
And aye, as her sweet eyes lookt love into mine. 

The Maiden answered, ** love me." 

" 0, could my heart in its fulness of bliss 

Thy life with Love's affluence dower. 
Thou shouldst have heaven in a world like this. 

And the joy of a life in each hour ; 
Thou shouldst go forth like a conquering queen, 

Reaping rich heartfuUs of treasure, 
Nor strive where the worn of heart wearily glean 

But handfuls in the harvest of pleasure." 
And aye, as I knelt at my true Love's shrine. 

She bent in her beauty above me. 
And aye, as her sweet eyes lookt love into mine, 

The Maiden answered, "love me." 



" KINGS ARE BUT GIANTS BECAUSE WE KNEEL." 

Good People, put no faith in Kings, nor merchant-princes trust. 
Who grind your hearts in Mammon's press — yoor faces in the 
dust — 
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Trust to your own true thought ! to break the Tyrant's dark dark 

ban; * 

If yet one spark of freedom lives, let man be true to man. 
We'll never fight again, Boys ! with the Yankee, Pole, or Russ. 
We love the French as Brothers, and the fervid French love us ! 
We'll league to crush the fiends who kill, all love and liberty. 
They are but Giants because we kneel, one leap, and up go we ! 

Trust not the Priests, their tears are lies, their hearts are hard and 

cold — 
The welcomest of all their flock, are fierce wolves fleeced with gold ; 
Rogues all ! for hire they prop the laws, that make us poor men 

sin. 
Ay ! tho' their robes are black without, they've blacker souls 

within. 
The Church and State are linkt, and sworn to desolate the land — 
Good People, twixt these foxes tails, we'll fling a fiery bran I ! 
Who fears the worst that they can wreak, that loveth liberty ? 
They are but Giants because we kneel, one leap and up go we ! 

** Back tramplers of the many I death and danger ambusht lie? 
** Beware ye ! or the blood may run I respect a nation's cry. 
** Ah, shut not out the light of Hope I the People blind, may dash 
** Like Sampson in his strong death-grope, and whelm ye in the 

crash. 
« Think how they taxt the People mad, that old regime of 

France, 
*< Whose heads, like poppies from Death's sythe, fell in a bloody 

dance. 
Ye plead in vain ! ye bleed in vain ! ah! Blind, when will ye see, 
They are but Giants because we kneel ! one leap, and up go we ? 

We've fought and bled, while Fortune's darlings slunk in splendid 

lair, 
With souls that crept like worms in buried Beauty's golden hair ! 
A tale of lives wrung out in tears, their grandeur-garb reveals, 
And the last sobs of breaking hearts, sound in their chariot* 

wheels. 
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But theyVe quaking now! and-sh'aking now! who've wrought the 

hurtling sorrow : 
To-day the Desolators, hut the desolate To-morrow! 
Loud o'er their murderous menace, wakes the watchword of the 

Free. 
Kings are but Giants because we kneel ! one leap, and up go we I 

Some brave and patriots hearts, are gone, to break beyond the 

wave. 
And some who gave their lives for love, have found a prison • 

grave, 
Some, have grown grey with weeping ! some have fainted by the 

way, 
But youth still nouritures within the hope of a better day. 
O ! Blessings on world-conquering youth ! God's with the shining 

band! 
Their spirits breathe of Paradise ! they're freshest from his hand! 
And locking on the People's might, who doubts they shall be free ? 
Kings are but Giants because we kneel ! one leap, and up go we ! 



GOD'S WORLD IS WORTHY BETTER MEN. 

Behold ! an idle tale they tell. 

But who sLall blame their telling it ? 
The rogues have got their cant to sell, 

The world pays well for selling it. 
They say the world's a " desert drear," 

Wrapt in their own stark blindness. 
That we were sent to suJBfer here. 

What by a God of kindness ? 
That since the world has gone astray, 

It must be so for ever — 
And we should stand still and obey. 

It depolators. Never ! 
We'll labour for the better time. 

With all our might of Press and Pen, 
Believe me 'tis a truth sublime, 

God's world is worthy better men. 
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« 

With Paradifie the world began, 

A world of love and gladness, 
Its beauty hath been marred by man, 

With sJl his crime and madness, 
Yet 'tis a brave world still, Love brings 

A sunshine for the dreary, 
With all our strife, sweet rest hath wings. 

To fold o'er hearts aweary. 
The sun in glory like a God, 

Toniay in heaven is shining — 
The flowers bloom on the jewelled sod, 

Their sweet love-lessons twining — 
As radiant of immortal youth. 

As they were fresh from Eden — ^then, 
Believe me 'tis a noble truth- 
God's world is worthy better men. 

O, they are bold* knaves over bold, 

^Vho say we're doom'd to anguish, 
That men in God*s own image soul'd, 

like hell-bound slaves must languish, 
Probe Nature's heart to its red core, 

There's more of good than evil, 
And man, down-trampled man, is more 

Of Angel than of DeviL 
** Prepare to die V* Prepare to live I 

We know not what is living. 
And let us for the world's good give 

As God is ever giving I 
Give love, thought, action, wealth, and time. 

To win the primal age again. 
Believe me 'tis a truth sublime, 

God's world is worthy better men ! 



p- rsssjic: 
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Tbej ure brakes ovr beam iat tkrir k — ^u. aad tnd 
Tbe viafr-proi for dash, vit& tke pmpa af o«r G«d : 
And ye Ikk their feet, red vi A jov bUod, like dnsb cattle. 
Ah : better aad bnver xa meet thea u battle^ 
The bow that TeC drev hath lott Bone of Ha wpnmg. 
Bat je nerre noc vhh daring the arrov and striag ; 
Then, down to the dost with je, eowards and daveB ! 
Plagae-ctriefcen comber-gnHUids, slink to jo«r graTcs ! 

Comes a cone <m the Kammoaites fiery and fcO ; 
Gold toms their hard hearts into hearihstoiMS Ibr hell : 
And there's wringing of hands with theknare and the tyrant. 
For God's graren autograph's on their death-warrant. 
And lordlier manhood 'neath Freedom's heart yeanieth, 
Up now ! while before yoa the fire-pillar bomeCh, 
Or down to the dost with ye, cowards and slsTea ! 
Down, down, for erer. and slink to your grarea ! 
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THINGS WILL GO BETTER YET. 

Its all a lie, their right divine, 

Their Law and Church, their Grown and Throne, 
For them the many muat not pine, 

With souls unfledg'd and minds ungrown ! 
Priestcraft may curse reproving, 

Red-handed kingcraft threat ; 
But now, thank God ! we're moving, 

Things will go better yet. 

Old Earth with cloud and thorn is rife, 

Man hath his miseries still, yet flowers 
Make sunshine in the darkest life, 

And tint with heaven this world of ours. 
And there be hearts all loving, 

And love shall love beget ; 
For now, thank Grod ! we* re moving, 

Things will go better yet. 

From out the brain 'twill wrench a tear. 

To count our martyrs by the way ; 
Yet, bear a band my brother dear, 

A glorious remnant lives to-day. 
The people leagued and loving, 

Shall break the tyrants' net ; 
And now, thank God ! we are moving, 

Things will go better yet. 



ONWARD AND SUNWARD. 

*Tell me the song of the beautiful stare. 

As grandly they glide on their blue way aboye us. 
Looking, despite of our spirit's sin-scars, 
Down on us tenderly, yearning to love us ? 
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This is the song in their work-worship sung, 
Down thro' the world-jewelled uniTorse rung ; 
*' Onward for OTer, for oTermore onward/* 
Andeyer they open their loving eyes sunward. 

** Onward/' shouts Earth, with her myriad Yoioes, 

Of music, aye answering the song of the Seven, 
As like a wing*d child of God's love, she rejoioes. 
Or C3nser of glory ! hangs swinging in heaven ! 
And hehold, it is writ by the finger of God, 
In sunbeams and flowers on the smiling sod ; 
Onward for ever, for evermore onward. 
And ever she tumeth all trustfully sunward. 

The mightiest souls of all time hover o'er us, 

Who laboured like gods among men, and have gone; 

Like great bursts of sun on the dark way before us. 
They're with us, still with us, our battle fight on ! 

Looking down, victor-brow' d, from the glory-erown'd hill. 

They whisper and beckon us onward still ; 

And the true heart's aspirings are onward, still onward. 

It turns to the Future as earth tumeth sunward. 



SONG OF THE RED REPUBLICAN. 

Aye, Tyrants, build your Babels I forge your fetters ! link your 

chains ! 
As brims your guilt-cup fuller, ours of grief ebbs to the drains ; 
Still, as on Christ's brow, crowns of thorn, for Freedom's martyrs 

twine. 
Still batten on live hearts, and madden, o'er the hot blood-wine. 
Murder men sleeping, or awake — torture them dumb with pain. 
And, tear with hands all bloody-red. Mind's jewels from the brain ; 
Tour feet are on us. Tyrants — strike ! and hush earth's wail of 

sorrow. 
Tour sword of power so red to-day, shall kiss the dust to-morrow. 
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O but 'twill be a merry day, the world shall set'^apart. 

When Strife's last brand is broken in the last erown'd pauper's 

heart! 
And it shall oome — despite of rifle, rope, and rack, and soaflbld, 
Onoe more we lift the earnest brow, and battle on unbaffled. 

Our hopes ran mountains high, we sang at heart, wept tears of 

gladness, 
When France, the bravely beautiful, dasht down her sceptred 

nuidness; 
And Hungary her one-hearted race of mighty heroes burled, 
In the death-gap of the nations, as a bulwark for the world. 
O Hungary ! gallant Hungary * proud and glorious thou wert, 
The World's soul feeding, like a river, gushing from God's heart; 
And Rome, where freedom's young life ran, to make her breast 

beat higher. 
How her eyes redden'd with the flash of her ancestral fire ! 
Mothers of children, who shall live the gods of future story, 
Tour blood shall blossom from the dust, and crown the world with 

glory. 
We'll tread them down yet I curse and crown, czar, kaiser, king 

and slave, 
And mind shall rule in lordly wise, the courts of fool and knave. 

Wail for the hopes that have gone down I the young life vainly 

spilt, 
Th' Eternal Murder still sits orown'd, and thron'd in damning 

guilt ; 
Still in Grodls golden sun the tyrant's bloody banner bums, 
And Priests, hell's midnight bravoes ! desecrate Rome's patribt- 

ums! 
See how the oppressors of the poor with serpents hunt our blood, 
Hear, from the dark, the groan and curse go maddening up ro 

God; 
They kill and trample us poor worms till earth is dead men's dust, 
Death's red tooth daily drains our hearts, but end, aye end it 

must. 
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The henld «f our taadng Chrirt Icftps in tlw womb of time; 
The poor's grmd mimj tmidt the age's marrii with step sabUme; 
Ours is the might j future ! and what marrel, brother Bien, 
If the deroared of ages* should tarn deroBrers then f 

O, brothers of the boonding heart, I look thro' tears and smile, 
Oor land is lih with soond of fetters snapping 'neath the file ; 
I laj mj hand on England's heart, and in each life-throb mark. 
The pealing tbooght of fireedom ring its toesin in the dark. 
I see the Toiler hath become a glorions Christ-like preacher. 
And as he wins a cmst, stands proodlj forth, the great world- 
teacher; 
Still he toils on, bat tjrants, *tis a mighty thing when slaves. 
Who delTe their lires into their work, know that they delve year 



Anarchs! yonr doom comes swiftly! braTe and eagle-epiritB 

climb, 
ToringOppression'sdeath-knell from the old wateh-towersof Time; 
A spirit of Cromwellian might is stirring at this hoar. 
And thought bums eloquent in men's eyes, with more than 

speechf nl power. 

Old England, cease the mummer's part, wake starreling, serf, and 

slave. 
Rouse in the majesty of wrong, great kindred of the brave ; 
Speak, and the world shall answer, with her voices myriad-fold. 
And men, like gods, shall grapple with the giant wrongs of old ; 
Now mothers of the people, give your babes heroic milk ; 
Sires, soul your sons to daring deeds, no more soft words of silk ; 
Great spirits of the mighty dead, take shape, and walk oar mind. 
Their glory smites our upward look, we seem no longer blind ; 
They tell us how they broke their bonds, and whisper ** so may ye,' ' 
One sharp, stem struggle, and the slaves of centuries are free ! 
The people's heart, with pulse like cannon, panteth for the fray , , 
And brothers, gallant brothers, we'll be with you in that day. 

END. 



From the Steam-preu <tf W. Hobsxll, 190, High Holbom. 
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